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Mava My 


H E Netive: Your M AJESTY 
has condeſcended to take of the 


Qu EEN, who commands the Hearts of 


4 People, more powerful at Sea than 


: Car thage more flouriſhing in Com- 


mnerce than thoſe firſt Mer chants? more - 
* ſecure againſt Conquelt ? and, under a 
Monarchy, more free than a Cammmon- 


| wealth elf 4 


following Tragedy, /y, emboldens 
me to o lay it, in the bumbleſt Manner, 
at Your MaJES T's Feet. And to 

whom can this illuſtrious Carthaginian 

2 &©O properly fly for Protection, as to a 
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DEDICATION. 


1 dare not, nor indeed need I, here 
5 attempt a Character, where both the 
great and the amiable Qualities ſhine 
forth in full Perfection. All Words are 
faint to ſpeak what is univerſally felt, 
and ene de, by a happy People. 
Permit me therefore only to ſubſcribe 
my ſelf, with the trueſt Zeal and Vene- 
ration, 


M aÞ 4 M 


Your MAIEST VS 
Aft humble, 
Moſt dutiful, 
And of due, 


Ky 7 reant, 


Jams TroMsoN. 


n 2 . d f 8 
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1 I ER 
P R E F A c E. 


7 5s 100 my Anne in . Preface, to 4 end any 
Faulis that may be found in the following Piece. 


J am afraid there are too many: But thoſe who are 


200 able to diſcover, will be the moſt ready to pardon 
them. They alone know how arfficult an Undertaking 


tbe writing of a Tragedy is: and this is a firſt Attempt. 
[ beg leave only to mention the Reaſon that 3 


me to make choice of this Sulject. What pleaſed me par- 
ticularly, tho* perhaps it will not be leaſt liable to 05. 
Jection with ordinary Readers, was the great Simplicity 


of the Story. It is One, Regular, and Uniform, not 


charged with a Multiplicity of Incidents, and yet afford- 
ing ſeveral Revolutions of Fortune; by which the Paſ- 
ions may be excited, varied, and driven to their full 


Tumult of Emotion. 
This Unity of Deſign was always ſought after, and 


admired by the Antients : and the moſt Eminent among 
the Moderns, ho underſtood their Writings, have cho- | 
ſen to imitate them in this, from an intire Convittion 
that the Reaſon of it muſt hold good in all Ages. And 


here allow me to tranſlate a Payage from the cele brated 


- Monheur a waged which contains all that I have to fay 
on this Head. 


« Ie muſt 0 fancy. that th; 's Rule bas no other 


Foundation but the Capri ce of thoſe who made it. No- 
bing can touch us in Tragedy, but chat is probe le. 
Aud what Probability is there, that, in one Day, 

* ſhould happen a l ultitude of A Things, which could 


*« ſcarce haps en in ſeveral. Wecks? There are ſeme «ho 


„ think that Simpl, city is 4 Mark of Barr enneſ of 
Em Invention. But * do not cenſider, that, on the 


3 
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„ 5:5 contrary, 


PREFACE. 


& controry, Invention confi, ſts in making ſomething oat 


, nothing : and that this Huddle of Iucidents has al- 
cy been the Refuge of Poets, who:did nos, find in 


«© their Genius eilher Richneſs or Force enough to en- 
% gage their Speftators, for five Atts together, by a 
« fmple Action, ſupported by the Violence of Paſſions, 


le beauty of Sentiments, and the Nobleneſs of Ex- 


&« preſſion.” — 1 would not be underſtood to mean that all 
1b things are to be found in my Performance: I only 
ſhew the Reader what I aimed at, and bow I woupe 
hare pleaſed him, had it been in wy power. 
As to the Character of Sophoniſba in drawings i it, 
have confined myſelf to the Truth of Hiſtory. It were 
an Affront to the Age, to ſuppoſe ſuch a Character out 


of Nature; eſpecially in a Country <chich has produced 


fo many great Examples of Public Spirit and Heroic Vir- 
lues, even in the Softer Scx : and I had deſtroyed her 


_ Charafter intirely, had I not marked it with that ſtrong 
Love to her Comry „ Diſdain of Servitude, and inborn 
 efverſion to the Romans, . „7 hich all Hiftorians have 
et; ad her. Nor ought her merrying Maſiniſſa, 


while her former Iluſland was ſtill alive, to be reckoned 
n Blemiſh im her Char aller. Tor, by the Laws both , 


Rome % Carthage, he Coptivity of the Hnſband di/ 


ſolved the Marriage of courſe; as among us [mpotence, 
or Hauitery: not io mention the Reaſens of a Moral and 
Piilic Nature, which hade put into her en ! Mouthin 
the Scone betwixt her and Syphax. 


Thisrs all I have to {ay of the Play il ſelf. But 3 


no conclulle tilbeus owning my Obligations to thoſe. 


concerned in the K &fr efentation. They have indeed done 


me more than Juſt: (e. i. ew er WAS ane as amin- 


ble end engaping in Maſiniffa / ſaines out in Mr. Wilks's 
Action. Airs: Ola field, it Charac ier of Sophonitha; 
hes excelled what, even in the Fondnejs of an Author, 1 

could either wiſh or imagine, he Grace, Dixnits, aud 


- apps Jur. ety of her abthion pare {een five. /ally 2p 


Zaun ca, ond are ſr uly adm able. 


. 


PROLOGUE. 


Ee emma ̃ ——— 


'T R O L. O U E. 


By a FR LEND. | 
deen by Mr WILLIAMS. — 


HEN Learning, after the lone Gothic Nb, 
. Fair, oer the I, ler n Morld, renew" d his work 
With Arts ariſing Sophoniſba roſe: 
The Tragic Muſe, returning, wept her 2 
With ber th* Italian Scene firſt learnt to glow z 
And the firſt Tears for her were laugh to flow. 
Fer Charms the Gallic Muſes next inſpir'd- 
Corneille himſelf ſato, <wonder?d, aud was ir“ d. 1 
IWhat foreign Theatres with pride ha Ve pps „ :- 
Britain, by Juſter Title, makes her own. 
When Freedom is the Cauſe, 'tis hers to fight; 
And hers, «hen Freedom is the Theme, to write. 
For this, à Britiſh Author bids again 
The Heroine riſe, to grace the Britiſh Scene. 1 
Here, as in Life, ſhe breathes her genuine Flame : 1 | 
She aſks what Boſom has not felt the ſame? | | 
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Aſes of the Britin Louth I Silence there ? 
She dares to aſk it of the Britiſh Fair. 
Tonight, our Home-ſpun Author would be true, 
At once, to Nature, Hiſtory, and You, 
Well-pleasd to give our Neighbours due Arplauſe, 
He owns their Learning, but diſclaius their Laws, 
Not to his patient Ti ouch, or happy Flame, 
*Tis to his Britiſh Heart he truſts for Fame. 
If France ”"_— him in one free- born Thought, 
The Man, as «ell as Poet, is in fault. 
. Nature! e of : "the Poer's Art, 
Rr Woe Whoſe Force alone can raiſe or melt the Heart, 
= Thou art his Guide, each Paſſion, coery Line, 
Whate er he dratos to ple ws muſs all be thine. 
Be thou his Fudge: in every candid breaſt, 
Ty filent WH, e's 75 the Sacred Teſt. 2 
£ . The 


— *. 4 


N aRvA, Friend to Maſmiſa, 


LLIus, his Lieutenant, 


The Perſons * . 


MAsIð 18A King of ahl, (Mr. Wilk 5 


Sypnax, King of Ahle, | | Mr. Mills. 


| Mr. Roberts. 
Scipio, the Roman General, | Mr. Williams, 
> By 1 


| Mr. Bridgetcater. 


So HONISB A, Ent | Mrs. Oldfield. 


 Proexiss4, her Friend, J UMrs. Roberts. 


Meſſenger, Slave, Guards, and Attendants, _ 


SCENE 
Ihe Palace of C1 RTHA. 


4 


TRAGEDY. 


ACT 1. 8CENEL 
SepuoMnEs, PnorN 0 


Sor nox 1534. 


HIS Hour, Pheniſſa, this! important Hour, 
Or fixes me a 4 or from a Throne 
Throws Sophoniſta into Reman Chains. 
Deteſted 1 hought! For now his utmoſt 
ee 

, Collected. def perate, diſtreſs'd. ad "EL 
From Battles Iſt; with all the Rage of War, 
IIl-fated H makes his laſt Effort. 
But ſay, thou Partner of my Hopes and Fears, 
_ Phaniſſa, ſay; while, from the lofty Tower, 

_ Our ſtaining 195 the Field of Battle * 


Ah, 


Of Hphers drove kim? 


Yours Maſini| Ja, the Aaſſylian king 
The brit Addreſier of my Youth; tor whom 


5 My i Ofom telr 2 tond beginning Wiſh, 


2 $OPHONISBA. 


Ah, thought you not that our Numidian Troops 


Gave up the broken Field, and ſcattering fled, 
Wild ofer the Hills, from the rapacious Sons 


Of ſtill triumphant Rome? 


PHOEN ISSA. 

Ihe Dream of Care! A 
And think not, Madam, Syphax can reſign, 
But with his ebbing Life, in this laſt F eld; 
A Crown, a Kingdom, and a Queen he e 
Beyond Ambition's brighteſt Wiſh; for whom, 


Nor mov'd by Threats, nor bound by plighted Faith. 
He ſcorn'd the Remen Friendſhip (that fair Name 
For Slavery) and from th*. Engagements broke 


Of Scipio, fam'd for every winning Art, 
The towering Genius of recover'd Nome. 
1 SOPHONISBA, 
Oh name kim not! Theſe Romans ſtir my „Blood 
1 o too much Rage. J cannot bear the Fortune 


Oft thar proud People. Said you not, Pheniſſa, 
That Syphax lov'd me; which would fire his Battle, 


And urge hun on to Death or Conqueſt? True, 


He loves me with the Madneſs of Deſire; 


His every Paſſion 1s a Slave to Love; 


Nor heeds he Danger where I bid him go, : 


Nor Leagues, nor ten ſt. Hence theſe endleſs Wars, 
Theſe ravag'd Countries, theſe ſucceſsleſs Fights, 
Suſtain'd for Cærihage; whole Defence alone 
Engag*d my ſovcleſs Marriage- Vows with his. 

But know you not, that in the Roman Camp 

[ have a Lover too; a gallant, brave, 


And diſappointed Laver: full ot W rach. 


Returning to a Kingdom whence the Sword 


Pnotxiss "SM 
Maſmiſſa? 
Sor nox 1B A. 


He: 


Extin- 


—— —— — — — 


S-O PHONIS BA. 3 
Extinguiſh' d ſoon; when once to Scipio's ſide 
Won o'er, and dazled by th' enchanting Glare 
Of that fair-ſeeming Heroe, he became 
A gay admiring Slave, yet knew It not. 

_ Fer fince, my Heart has held him in contempt; 
And thrown out each Idea of his Worth, 
 Fhat there began to grow: nay had it been 
As all-poſſeſt, and ſoft, as her's who fits 
In ſecret Shades, or by the falling Stream, 
And waſtes her Being in unutter'd Pangs, 
1 would have broke, or cur'd it of its F fondneſs, 
„ PHOENISSA. 
Heroic Sophoniſta! 15 
. SoPHONISBA. 
No, Phenif] a5 
It is not for the Daughter of great Ad. upal, 
Deſcended from a long illuſtrious Line 
Of Carthaginian Heroes, who have oft 
Fill'd Traly with Terror and Diſmay, 
And hook the Walls of Rome, to pine in Love. 
Like a deluded Maid; to give her Life, 
And Heart high- beating in her Country's Cauſe, 


Meant not for c common Aims and houſhold Cares, 1 
To give them up to vain preſuming Man; 4 | 
Much leſs to one who ſtoops the Neck to Rome, 1 


5 . —— gig 
"> Beg mars 
"REY — 


An E 1 to Carthage, Maſiniſſa. 
__ PHOENIS$A. | 
Think not I mean to check that glorious Flame, f | 
That juſt Ambition which exalts \ yours Soul, 
Fires on your Cheek, and lightens in your Eye. 
Yet would he had been yours! this riling Prince; 
For, truſt me, Fame is fond of Maſmiſſa.. 
His various Fortune; his reſplendent Deeds, *- 
His Courage, Conduct, deep-· expcrieno 'd Your „ 
And vaſt unbroken 8 Spirit in Diſtreſs, 1 
Still riſing ſtronger from the lalt, Def at, 
Are all the Tall "and Terror too of 5 75 
Who has not heard the Story of his Wees 
Ho hard he came to his paternal Reign; = 
Whence ſoon * $y9bax* unrelenting Hato, = 5 11 
0 | And 3 
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be: und the warm Vice or thunders at our Gate. 


4 80 PHONIS B A. 
And jealous Carthage driven, he with a few 
Fled to the Mountains. Then, I think, it was 


Hem'd in a Circle of impending Rocks, 
That all his Followers fell, ſave fifty Horſe; 
Who, thence eſcap'd thro? ſecret Paths abrupt, 


Gain'd the Clupean Plain. There overtook, 


And urg'd by fierce ſurrounding Foes he burſt 
With four alone, fore wounded, thro? their Ranks, 


And all amidſt a mighty Torrent plung'd. 


Seiz' d by the whirling Gulph, two funk; and two, 


With him obliquely hurried down the Stream, + 


Wrought to the farther Shore. Th' aſtoniſh'd Troops | 
Stood check'd, and ſhivering on the gloomy Brink, 


And deem'd him loſt in the devouring Flood. 
Mean time the dauntleſs, undeſpairing Youth 


Lay in a Cave conceal d; curing his Wounds | 


Witn Mountain-Herbs, and on Ri Horſes fed: 


Nor here, even at the loweſt Ebb of Life, 


Stoop'd his aſpiring Mind. What need I ſay, 


How orce again reſtor'd, and once again 
Fxpell'd, among the Gar amantian Hills 

5 He fer has wander* d, till the Roman Arm 

Recviv'd his Caule ? "Rad who ſhall reign alone, 


SY hax or he, this Day decides. 
Sor HON1SB 4. 
| Enough. 


Tha need t not blazon thus his Fame, Pheniſſa. 
Were he as glorious as the Pride of Woman 
C ould wiſh, in all her Wantonneſs of Thought; 


The Joy of Human-kind; wiſe, valiant, good, 


With every Praiſe, with every Lance] crown d; 
The Warriour's Wonder, al d the Virgin's Sigh: 


Yet this would cloud him o'er, this by emiſh all; 


His mean Submiſſion to the Non an Yoke; 
That, falſe to Cariboge, Afric, and himſelf, 
With profiertd IR. ind and Knee, he hither led 


Theſe Revagers of Earth. But while we talk, 
The Work of Fate goes on; even NOW perhaps 
My dying Country bleeds in every Vein, 


SCENF 


WE er Ser C S E Hy 2 8 


s GE NE 1. 


SopkhOxISBA, Pans 6 and to them n 
MESSENGER from the Battle. 


| SopHoxISBA.. 
Hat Whence art thou? Speak, tho thy bleeding 
Wounds 
Might well excuſe thy Tongue. 
Mes$eNGER. OE 
Madam, cap d, 
With much ado, Toa yon wide Death- 
1 5 Sor HOxISBA. 


e more. 
| At once thy Meaning Aaſhes o'er my Soul. 
Ohall my 7 nity d Hopes ! repairleſs Chance 
f e War! — And is al nn? 
An univerſal Havock? 3 
£ Mzsskxoxk. 5 
: Madam, al. 
For ſcarce A Maſehtlian, ſave my felt; 

Hut 3s or ſeiz'd, or r bites the bloody Plain, 
The King— 


Sor RON ISB A. 

Ah! . of him? 

5 MrsszxcER. 2 
1 3 His fiery Steed, 
| 1 af 1, ihe Maſylian Prince, . 
Pierc'd, threw him headlong to his cluſtering Focs ; ; 
And now he comes in Chains, 
Sor now 1554. 
| 11 wond'rous fit, 
Abſolute Gods! All Afric \ is in Chains! 
The WeFPIDG- World | in Chains! — Oh 1 is there not 
A 


5 % οfαͤ . |; 


6 SOP HO NU SB A. 
A Time, a righteous Time, reſerv'd in Fate, 
When theſe Oppreſſors of Mankind ſhall feel 
The Miſeries they give; and blindly fight 
For their own Fetters too ?—T he e Troops, 
How points their Motion? 
Mrsskxork. 
At my heels they came, 
Loud: townig: dreadful, in a Cloud o Duſt, | 
ed Maſ a Headed. BEE 
 SOP HONISBA, 
Hark! arriv'd. 
7 he murmuring Croud rolls frighted to the Palace. 
Thou blecd'ſt to death, Poor faithful Wretch, 
away, 
And dreſs thy Wounds, if Life be worth thy Care; 
Mil Tho Rome, methinks, will loſe a Slave in thee. 
i Would Sophoniſba were as near the Verge 
I'll Of boundleſs, and immortal Liberty! 


— eee ee dee 2 


ll} 8e N K 


[1h | „ - 

Fl  SOPHONISBA, Pnorvissa. 
14 8 1 [After a Poſe} 
14 Sor HoxIs BA. 

| i $1-4 | 

wlll And wherefore not? When Liberty is loſt, 

1:28 Let Slaves and Cowards live; but in the Brave 

£1118 It were a Treachery to themſclves, enough 

1 To merit Chains. And is it fit for me, 

_ Who in my Veins, from Aſdrubal deriv'd, 

F308 Hold Carthaginian Enmity to Rome ; 

| . On whom l've laviſh'd all my burning Soul, 

Hh In everlaſting Hate; for whoſe Deſtruction 

1118 od my joyleſs Youth to S yba Arms, 

1 And turu'd him fier ce upon them; fit for ſuch. 7 


SOPHONISBA. 
A native, reſtleſs, unrelenting Foe, 
To ſit down ſoftly-penſive, and await 
Tapproaching Victor's Rage; reſerv'd in Chains 
To grace his Triumph, and "become the Scorn 
Of every Roman Dame —Gods! how my Soul 
Diſdains the Thought and this ſhall ſet it free. 


[Offers to Hab herſelf 
POE Nin. 


: Hold, PT hold! my Friend! my Queen! 
For whom alone I live! hold your raſh Point, 


Nor thro? your guardian Boſom ſtab your Country, 
That is our laſt Reſort, and always ſure. 


The gracious Gods are liberal of Death; 
10 Tar laſt Bleſſing lend a thouſand Ways. 
Think not I'd have you live to drag a Chain, 
And walk the Triumph of inſulting Rome. 
No, by theſe Tears of Loyalty and Love! 
Ere Ibeheld fo vile a Sight, this Hand 
Should urge the faithful Poynard to your Heart, 
And glory! in the Deed. But, while Hope lives, 


Let not the Generous die. is late Ay 
The Brave deſpair. 5 


Sor HON ISBA. 
on Copy af my Soul! 
And now my Friend indeed! Shew me but Hope, 
One Glimpſe of Hope, and I'll renew my Toils, 
Call Patience, Labour, Fortitude again, 
The vext unjoyous Day, and ſleepleſs Night; 
Nor ſhrink at Danger, any Shape of Death, 

Shew me the ſmalleſt Hope! Alas, Phoni, 


18 


'P Too kindly confident! Hope lives not here, 


Fled with her Siſter Liberty beyond 
The Caramantian Hills, to ſome ſteep Wild, 


Some undiſcover'd Country, where the Fo oot 
Of Roman cannot comm. 


Por NISSA. 


8 Yes, there the lid 0 
With 22 1iſa, wounded and forlorn, 


— Amidſt the Serpents Hifs, and Tygers! Yell —- 


SOPIHQ- 


— —— —— — — K Tina * 


Ne re e 


Why nam'ſt thou him? 


1 SOPHONISBA, 


Sor HoxISBA. 


PRHOENISSA. 


Madam, in this forgive 


My forward Zeal ; from him proceeds our Hope. 


He lov'd you once; nor is your Form impair'd, 
Warm'd, and unfolded into ſtronger Charms : 
_ Aſk his Protection from the Roman Power, 
Jou mult prevail; for Sephoniſba ſure 
From Mal nilſa cannot aſk in vain. 


SopHON ISB A. 
Now, by the prompting Genius of my Country 


I thank thee for the Thought. True, there is Pain 


Even in deſcending thus to beg Protection, 


From that degenerate Youth. But oh for thee, 


My ſinking Country! and again to gall 


This hated Rome, what would I not endure? 
It ſhall be done, Pheniſſa; tho? Difguſt 
Choak'd up my firuggiing Meaning, ſhall be done. 


L Nreeli. Y 


But here I vow, propitious Juno, hear! 


Could every Pomp and every Pleaſure join'd, 
Love, Empire, Glory, a whole kneeling World, 


Unnerye my ſmalleſt P urpeſe, and remit 


That moſt inveterate Enmity I bear 
Ihe Roman State; may Carthage ſmoke in Ruins! 
. Kome riſe the Miſtreſs of Mankind! and I, 


There an abandon'd Slave, drag out a Length 


Of Life, in loathſome Baſeneſs, and Contempt 


This way the Trumpet ſounds; let us retire. 


rep 
Ser s 
* ks . 


SCENE IV. 


| MastNI55A, SyrüAx ” Naan Nanva, 
Guards, 


35 SyPHAX, 
Is there: no Dungeon in this City? dark, 
As is my troubled Soul? That thus Pa brought 
To my own Palace, to thoſe Rooms of State, 
Wont in another manner to receive me, 
ITED other Signs of Royalty than theſe. 
e LY [ooking on bis Chains. 
MasINxISs a. 
I will: not wound thee, not inſult thee, Syphax, 
With a Recital of thy tyrant Crimes. 
A Captive here J ſee thee, fallen below _ 
_ My moſt revengeful With; and all the Rage, 
The noble Fury that inſpir'd this Morn. 
Is ſunk to ſoft Compaſſion. - In the Field, 
The flaming Front of War, there is the Scene 
Of brave Revenge; and I have {ought thee. there, 
Keen as the hunted Lion ſeeks his Foe. 
But when a broken Enemy, diſarm'd, 
And helpleſs lies; a falling Sword, an Eye 
With Pity flowing, and an Arm as weak _ 
As infant Softneſs, then becomes the brave. 
Nov ſleeps the Sword; z the Paſſions of the Field 
Subſide to Peace; and my relenting Soul 
Melts at Sik Fate. 12% 
| SypHax, | 
J 8 is all I 43 
All I 3 this Inſolence refin'd, 
This barbarous Pity, this affected Goodneſs. 
Fitted by thee Ils there a * orm of Death, 2 


- 4 w — ? 14 Ln 2 * 
e — 


* — — — — — 


* 


o 80 PHONIS BA. 
Of Torture, and of Infamy like that? 


It kills my very Soul! Ye partial Gods! 


I feel your worſt ; why ſhould I fear you more? 


Hear me, vain Youth! take notice: I abhor 


Thy Mercy, loath it. Poiſon to my Thoughts! 


Wouldſt thou be merciful ? one way alone 
Thou canſt oblige me. Uſe me like a Slave; 


As I would thee, (delicious Thought !) wert thou 
Here crouching 1 in my power. 


M asinissA. 
Oautragious Man! ] 
If that is Mercy, Il be cruel ſtill 
Nor canſt thou drive me, by that bittereſt Rage, 
To an unmanly Deed; not all thy Wrongs, 


Nor this worſe Triumph | in them. 


SyPHAX. 
= „Hal ba! Wrongs | ? 
I cannct wrong thee. When we lanch the Spear 


Into the Monſter's Heart, or cruſh the Serpent; 
Deſtroy what in Antipathy we hold, 


The common toe; can that be call'd a Wrong? : 


Injorious that? Abſurd! it cannot be. 


MAsINISSA. ; 
I'm loth to hurt thee more. The Tyrant works 
Too fierce already in thy rankled Breaſt. * 
But ſince thou ſeem'ſt to rank me with thy ſelf, 


With great Deſtroyers, with perfidious . ; 


I muſt reply to thy licentious Tongue, 
Bid thee remember, whoſe accurſed Sword 
| Began this work of Death; who broke the TI ies, 


The holy Ties, atteſted by the Gods, 
Which bind the Nations in the Bond of Peace; ; 
Who meanly took advantage of my Youth, 


Unſkill'd in Arms, unſettled on my T hrone, 
And drove me to the Deſart, there to dwell 
Wich kinder Monſters ; who my Cities fack'd, 


My Country pillag'd, and my Subjects murder” d; 


Who ſtill purſu'd me with inveterate Hate. 
When generous Force prov'd vain, with ruffian Ans, 
"TK Villain 8 Dagger, bale Aſſaſſination. 
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| That poiſons Nature. 


S OPHONIS BA. 11 

And for no reaſon all. Brute Violence 

Alone thy Plea.— What the leaſt Provocation, 

Say, canſt thou but pretend? 

SYPHAX, 

I needed none. 

Nature has in my Being ſown the Seeds 

Oo Enmity to thine— Nay mark me this. 

Couldſt thou reſtore me to my former State, 
Strike off theſe Chains, give me the Sword again, 
Ihe Sceptre, and the wide-obedient War: 

Let muſt I ſtill, implacable to thee, 

Seek eagerly thy Death, or die my ſelf. 

Life cannot hold us both Unequal Gods! 

W ho love to diſappoint Mankind, and take 

Al Vengeance to your {elves ; why to the point 

Of my long. flatter d Wiſhes did ye lift me, 

Then ſink me thus ſo low? Juſt as I drew 

The glorious Stroke that was to make me happy, 
Why did you blaſt my ſtrong extended Arm? 
Strike the dry Sword unſated to the ground? 
| Bur that to mock us is your cruel Sport? e 
What elle | is human Life? 
|  Masinis8a. | 

Thus always join'd 

With an inhuman Heart, * brutal Manners, 

Is Irreligion to the ruling Gods; 

Whoſe Schemes our peeviſh Ignorance arraigns, 


Our thoughtleſs Pride. Thy loſt Condition, Syphax, 


1s nothing to the Tumult of thy Breaſt. 

There lies the Sting of Evil, there the Drop 

e myſterious Powers ! 
Whoſe Ways are ever- gracious, ever-juſt, 
As ye think wiſeſt, beſt, diſpoſe of me; 

But, whether thro? your gloomy Depths I wander, 
Or on your Mountains walk; give me the calm 
The ſteady, ſmiling Soul; where Wiſdom ſheds, 
Eternal Sunſhine and eternal Jer. 

Then, if Misfortune comes, ſhe brings along 
The braveſt Virtues. And ſo many great 
Wuſtrious Spirits have convers'd with Woe, 
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12 SOFHONTSBA 
(The Pride of adverſe Fate !) as are enough 
To conſecrate Diſtreſs, and make even Death 
Ambition. 
Sans a 
Torture! Racks! The common Trick 
Of inſole Succeſs, unſuffering Pride, : 
This Prate of Patience, and I Know not what. 
*Tis all a Lye, impracticable Rnt; 
And only tends to make me ſcorn thee more. 
But why this Talk? In mercy ſend me hence; 
 Yet—ere 1 go Oh ſave me from Diſtraction! 
I know, hot Youth, thou burneſt for my Queen; 3 
But by the Majeſty of ruin'd Rs. 
And that ing Glory which ſurrounds her, 
I — thee touch her not! 
_ Maginiss4. 
5 o No, dba mn Br oy 
Thou need ſt not charge me. That were mean indeed, 
A Triumph that to thee. But could I ſtoop _ 
Again to love her; Thou, what Right haſt thou, 
A Captive, to her Bed? Nor Life, nor Queen, 
Nor aught, a Captive has. All Laws in this, 
| Roman and 2 arthagini an, all agree. 
SYPHAX. 1 85 
Here, 1 begins the Bitterneſs of Death! 
Here my; Chains grind me firſt !. 
Masinssa. 5 
| Poor Sophoniſba | F. 
She too n the Prize of conquering Rome * 
What moſt her Heart abhors. Alas, how hard 
Will Slavery ſit on her exalted Soul! 
How piteous hard! But, if I know her well, 
She never will endure it, ſhe will die. 
For not a Roman burns with nobler Ardor, 
AK higher Senſe of Liberty than ſhe; _ 
And tho? ſhe marry'd thee, her only Stain, N 1 
Falſe to my Youth, and faithleſs to my Vows; 
Yet, I muſt own it, from a worthy Cauſe, 
From publick _s did her Fault . 


SOPHONISBA. 13 


16-411; SF PRAR:; 
Blue Plagues, and Poiſon on thy meddling Tongue ! ! 
Talk not of her; for every Word of her 
Is a keen Dagger, griding thro? my Heart. 
Oh! for a lonely Dungeon! where I rather 
Would talk with my own i Groans, and great Revenge, 
Than in the Manſions of the Bleſt with thee, | 
Hell! Wen mult I go? 
MMAsINISS A. 
Unhappy Man! 
And is thy Breaſt determin'd againſt Peace, 
On Comfort ſhut? 
i | SYPHAX, 
On all, but Death, from thee. 
MasixISs4. 
Narva, be Saha thy peculiar Care; 
And uſe him well with Tenderneſs and Honour, 
This Even ing Lelius, and to-morrow Scipio, 
I 0 Cirtba come, Then let the Romans take 
Their Priſoner. 
A SvrHAx. 
7 There ſhines a Gleam of Hope 5 
Acroſs the Gloom- From thee deliver'd . Eaſe 
Breathes in that T hehe Lead on My Heart 
gros hghter! > 


Ma SINISSA. . 


What dreadful havoc in the human Breaſt 
The Paſſions make, when unconfin'd, and mad, 
They burſt, unguided by the mental Eye, 

The Light of Reaſon; which in various wayͤs 
Points chem to good, or turns them back from ill. 
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14 80 PHONIS B A. 

O fave me from the Tumult of the Soul! 

From wild Beaſts within! For circling Sands, 
When the ſwift Whirlwind whelms them o'er. the 
X Lands; 


The roaring Deeps that to the Clouds ariſe, 


While thwarting thick the mingled Lightning flies; 
The Monſter- brood to which this Land TIVES Birch, 


The blazing City, and the gaping Earth; 


All Deaths, all Tortures, in one Pang Soldin d, 


Are gentle to the Tempeſt of the Mind. 


The End of the Firſt A. 


"ACT 


$8 OPHONISBA. 15 
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1 
MasfINISSA, NARvA, 


MASINISSA. 
*T1s true, my Friend, 


a Thou ed old Man, by whom my Youth was form, 


The firm Companion of my various Lite, 


I own, *tis true, that Sophoniſba's Image 


Lives in my Boſom ſtill; and at each Glance | 


I take in ſecret of the bright Idea, 
A ſtrange Diſorder ſeizes on my Soul, 


Which burns with ſtronger Glory. Need ! ſay, 


How once ſhe had my Vows? Till Scipio came, 
Reſiſtleſs Man! like a deſcending God, 


And ſnatch'd me from the Carthaginian fide 


Jo nobler Rome; beneath whoſe laurcPd Brow, 
And ample Eye, the Nations grow polite, 
Humane and happy. Then thou may'ſt remember, 
Such is this Woman's high impetuous Spirit, 


Thar all-controuling Love ſhe bears her Country, 


Her Carthage z that at this ſhe ſacrific'd 


To Syphax, unbelov'd, her blooming Years, 
And won him off from Rome. 
NARVA. 
My generous Prince! 


Applardiig Afric of thy Choice approves. 

Fame claps her Wings, and Virtue ſmiles on thee, 
Of Peace thou Softner, and thou Soul of War! 
But oh beware of that fair Foe to Glory, 
Woman! and moſt of Carthaginian Woman! 


Who has not heard of fatal Punic Guile ? 


Ot their fly e ? their inſidious Leagues? 
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Loft 3 my late Misfortunes in the Deſart, 


To Scipio's laſt Exploits. Exalt me now. 


16 SOPHONISBA. 


Their A/arubals ? their Hannibals? with all 
Their wily Heroes? And, if ſuch their ms 
What muſt their Women be? 
MAsINISs A. 
You make me e ſine. 


I thank thy honeſt Zeal. But never dread 


The Pn of my Heart, my ſtrong Attachment, ; 
Severe to Rome, to Scipio, and to Glory. 


Indeed, I cannot, would not quite forget 

The Grace of Sophoniſba; how ſhe look d, 
And talk'd, and mov'd, a Pallas, or a Juno 1 
| Accompliſh'd even in Trifles, when ſhe ſtoop'd 
Ambition's Flight, and with a ſoften'd Eye 

Gave her quick Spirit into gayer Life. 


Then every Word was Livelineſs, and Wit; 
We heard the Muſes' Song; and the Dance fam 
Thro' all the Maze of Harmony. I flatter not, 
Believe me, Narva; yet my panting Soul, 

To Scipio taken in the fair Purſuit 

Of Fame, and for my People's Happineſs, 


Reſign'd this Sophoniſba ; and tho' now 
Conftrain'd by ſoit Neceſſity to ſee her, 
And ſhe a Captive in my 1 will full 
| ReGgn her. f 


NARVA. 
Let me not doubt thy Fortitude, 


My Af niſſa, thy exalted Purpoſe 
Not to be loſt in Love; but ah ! we know not, 


Ott, till Experience ſighs it to the Soul, 
The boundleſs Witchcraft of enſnaring Woman, 
And our own ſlippery Hearts. From Scipio learn 


The Temperance of Heroes. I'll recount 
Th inſtructive Story, what theſe Eyes beheld ; 
Perhaps you've heard it; but tis pleaſing fall, 

Tho' told a thouſand times. 


MasixIss 4. 
1 burn to hs it, 


I liv*d a Stranger to the Voice of Fame, 


| — 


SOPHONISBA. 17 
Great Actions raiſe the Mind. But when a Friend, 


A Scipio does them; then with more than Wonder, 
Even with a ſort of Varuty we liſten. 


NARVA. 
f When to his glorious, firſt Eſſay in War, [ 
New Carthage fell; there all the Flower of Spain 3 


Were kept in Hoſtage; z a full Field preſenting 

For Sctpio's Generoſity to ine. 

And then it was, that when the Heroe heard 
How I to thee belong'd, he with large Gifts, 

And friendly Words diſmiſs'd me. 

MAsINISSA. 


I remember. 
And in his favour that impreſs d me firſt. 


But to ay. Story. 
Narva. 
What with Ad miration 
Struck every Heart, was this A noble Virgin, 


Conſpicuous far oꝰer all the captive Dames, | 
Was mark'd the General's Prize. She wept, and bluſh*d, 
Young, freſh, and blooming like the Morn. An Eye, 
As when the blue Sky trembles thro' a Cloud 
Of pureſt White. A ſecret Charm combin'd 
Her Features, and infus'd Enchantment thro? them. 
Her Shape was Harmony. But Eloquence 
Beneath her Beauty fails; which ſeem'd, on purpoſe, 
Pour'd out by laviſh Nature, that Mankind 
Might ſee this Action in its higheſt Luſtre. 
| Soft, as ſhe paſs'd along, with downcaſt Eyes, 
Where gentle Sorrow ſwell'd, and now and then 
Dropt o'er her modeſt Check a trickling Tear, 
The Roman Legions languifh*d; and hard War 
Felt more than Pity. Even Scipio lf, + 
As on his high Tribunal rais'd he fat, 
Turn'd from the piercing Sight, and chiding add 
His Officers, if by this Gift they meant 
To cloud his Glory in its very Dawn, 
Masinis8a. 


Oh Gods! my futtering Heart! Hen, ſtop not, Narva. 
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„Then take her to thy Soul; and with her take 


18 SOPHONISBA. 


NARVA. 


She queſtion'd of her Birth, in trembling Accents, 


With Tears and Bluſhes broken, told her Tale. 
But when he found her royally deſcended, 


Of her old captive Parents the ſole Joy; 


And that a hapleſs Celtiberian Prince, 


Her Lover and Belov'd, forgot his Chains, 
His loſt Dominions, and: for her alone 


Wept out his tender Soul; ſudden the Heart 
Of this young, conquering, Ys godlike Roman 


Felt all the great Divinity of Virtue. 


His wiſhing Youth ſtood check'd, bis tempting Power, 


Masixisss. 

5 Well, well; 
And ee” 
> Nanya, 
Diſdaining guilty Doubt, at once 


He for her Parents and her [over call'd. 


The various Scene imagine: How his Troops 


Look*d dubious on, and wonder'd what he meant ; 


While ſtretch*d below the trembling Suppliants lay, 
Rack'd by a thouſand mingling Paſſions, Fear, 


Hope, Jealouſy, Diſdain, Submiſſion, Grief, 
Anxiety, and Love in cvery ſhape. 

To theſe as different Sentiments ſucceeded, 
As mixt Emotions, when the Man divine 


Thus the dread Silence to the Lover broke. 


We both are young, both charm'd. The Tg 


« of Wat 
„Has put thy beauteous Miſtreſs in my power; I 


With whom I could, in the moſt facred Ties, 
« Live out a happy Life: But know that Romans 


«© Their Hearts as well as Enemies can conquer. 


« Thy Liberty and Kingdom. In return 
I aſk no more, but, when you view theſe Eyes, 
«© Theſe Charms, with tranſport, be a F riend to Rome. 
MAsINISSA. 
There ſpoke the Soul of He pio But che Lovers? 
N A RVA, 


* 


SOPHONISBA. 19 
NARVA. 
Joy and extatic Wonder held them mute; 
While the loud Camp, and all the cluſtring Croud, 
That hung around, rang with repeated Shouts. 
Fame took th' alarm. and thro' reſounding Spain 
' Blew faſt the fair Report; which, more chan Arms, 
Admiring Nations to the Romans gain'd, 
FVV 

My Friend in glory! thy awaken'd Prince 
Springs at thy faithful Tale. It fires my Soul, 
And nerves each Thought anew; apt oft perhaps, 
Too much, too much to ſlacken into Love. 
But now the ſoft Oppreſſion flies; and all 
My mounting Powers expand to Deeds like thine, 
Thou Pattern and Inſpirer of my Fame, 
Scipio, thou firſt of Men, and beſt of Friends! _ 
What Man of Soul would live, my Narva, breathe 
This idle-puffing Element; and run, 
Day after day, the ſtill- returning Round 
Ol Life's mean Offices, and ſickly Joys; 

But in Compaſſion to Mankind? to be 
A guardian God below? to diſſipate 
An ardent Being in heroic Aims? 
Do ſomething vaſtly great like what you told ? 
Something to raiſe him o'er the e r Herd, 
And make him ſhine for ever? — Oh, my Friend! 
Bleed every Vein about me; every Nerve 
Wich Anguiſh tremble ; every Sinew ake; 
Be Toll familiar to my Limbs; Ambition 
Mix all my Thoughts in an inceſſant Whirl; 
The third time may I loſe my Kingdom; and again 
Wander the falſe inhoſpitable Syrts; 
Yet oh, ye liberal Gods! in rich Award, 
And ampleſt Recompence ] aſk no more: 
Share me the Wreath of Fame e from Scipio's Brow! 
But ſee, ſhe comes! mark her majeſtic Port! 
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SCENE 


Here ſtrike 
And my laſt Breath ſhall bleſs thee, "oy ulla. 


20 8 0PHONIS BA. 


e e Dee age Se dee eee dees 


SCENE II. 


| Masmns5A, 'SopyoNISBA, NaRva, 
Pn OENISSA, 


SSOP HONISBA. 


Behold, victorious Prince! the Scene revers'd ; 
And Se phoniſba kneeling here; a Captive, 
O'er whom the Gods, thy Fortune, and thy Virtue, 


Have given unqueſtion'd Power of Life and Death. 
It ſuch a one may raiſe her ſupplant Voice, 


Once Muſic to thy Ear; if ſhe may touch 
Thy Knce, thy Purple, and thy Victor-Hand; 
Oh liſten, Mafiniſſa! Let thy Soul 
Intenſcly lien! While I fervent pray, 
And ſtrong adjure thee, by that regal State, 
In which with equal Pomp we lately ſnone! 
By the Numidian Name, our common Boaſt | 3 
And by thoſe houſhold Gods ! who may, I wiſh, 
With better Omens take thee to this Palace, 
Than Syphax hence they ſent. As is thy pleaſure, | 
In all beſide determine of my Fate. 


This, this alone I beg. Never, oh never! 
Into the cruel, proud, and hated Power 


Of Romans let me fall. Since angry Heaven 


Will have it ſo, that I muſt be a Slave, 


And that a galling Chain muſt bind theſe Hands ; 3 
It were ſome little ſoftning in my Doom, 
Jo call a kindred Son of the ſame Clime, 


A Native of Numidia, my Lord, 

But if thou canſt not ſave me from the Romans, 

If this ſad Favour be beyond thy Power; 

At leaſt to give me Death is what thou canſt. 

my naked Boſom courts thy Sword; 


Masi- 


SOPHONISB A. 21 
-- MaStNISSA;::::: | 
Rite, Sophont gh. riſe. To ſee thee thus 
Is a Revenge I ſcorn ;, and all the Man 
Within me, though much injur'd by thy Pride, 
And Spirit too terapeſtuous tor thy Sex, 
Yet bluſhes to behold thus at my Feet, 
Thus proſtrate low, her, for whom Rings have kneel'd, 
35 he taireſt, but the falſeſt of her Sex. 
SopHONISB A. 
Spare thy Resch Tis cruel thus to loſs 

In ranck. ling Diſcord, ad ungenerous Strife, 

The few remaining Moments that divide me 
Frora the laſt Evil, Bondage nan Bondage! 
Yes, ſhut thy Heart againſt me. Shut thy Heart 

Againſt Compaſſion, every human Thought, 

F xen recollected Love: Yet know, raſh Youth 
That when thou ſeeſt me ſwell their lofty Triumph, 
Thou ſeeſt thy ſelf in me. This is my Day; 

To- morrow may be thine. But here, aſſur' d, 
Here will I lie on this vile Earth, ferien : 
Of Hope abandon'd, fince deſpis d by thee; 

Theſe Locks all looſe and ſordid in the Dutt ; 

This ſullied Boſom growing to the Ground, 
Scorch'd up with Anguiſh, and of every Shape 
Of Miſery full: till comes the Soldier fierce - 

From recent Blood; and, in thy very Eye, 
Lays raging his rude ſanguinary Graſß 

On theſe weak Limbs; and clinches them! in Chains. | 

Ĩ!ben if no friendly Steel, no neftar'd Draught 
Ok deadly Poiſon, can enlarge my Soul 
| Is will indignant burſt from a Slave's Body ; 
And, join” 4 to mighty Dido, ſcorn ye all. 
. „ MA 

Oh Sop honi 2 ö tis not ſafe to hear thee "EN 

And 1 miſtook my cart, to trult } it chus. N 

Hence let me Ws 
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' You ſhall not, Maſi nia! ' 
Here will I hold you, tremble here for ever; ; 
Here unremitting grow, till you conſent. - 


And 
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22 SOPHONISBA. 
And can'ſt es think, oh! can'ſt thou think to leave 
. 

Expos'd, defenceleſs, wretched, here alone ? 

A Prey to Romans fluſh'd with Blood and Conqueſt * 5 
The Subject of their Scorn or baſer Love? 

Sure Maſiniſſa cannot; and, tho' chang'd, 

Tho' cold as that averted Look he wears; 

Sure Love can ne'er in generous Breaſts be loſt 

_ To that degree, as not from Shame and Outr age 
To fave what once e they lov'd. 

|  Masrnissa. 

___ Enchantment! Madneſs ! 
What would'ſt thou, Sophoniſha Oh my Heart 
My treacherous Heart! 
© SopHonIsBA. 
What would J, Maſ 110 
Y My mean Requeſt ſits bluſhing on my Cheek. 

Jo be thy Slave, young Prince, is what I beg; 

Here Sophoniſoa kneels to be thy Slave; 

Yer kneels in vain, But thou'rt a Slave thy wr, 
And canſt not from the Romans ſave one Woman; 3 
Her, who was once the Triumph of thy Soul; 

Ere they ſeduc'd it by their lying Glory. 
Immortal Gods! and am I fallen fo low? 
Scorn'd by a Lover? by a Slave to Rome? | 
Nought can be worth this Baſeneſs, Life, nor Empire 
I loath me for it. - On this kinder Earth, 
Then leave me, leave me, to Deſpair and Death! D 
MasilxISs A. 
What! means this Conflict with almighty Nature ? 
With the whole warring Heart? —Riſe, quickly 1 
In all the conquering Majeſty of Charms, 
O Sopboniſba, riſe! while here I ſwear, 
By the tremendous Powers that rule Mankind! 
By Heaven and Earth, and Hell! by Love, and Glory | 
The Romans ſhall not hurt you—Romans cannot; | 
For Rome is generous as the Gods themſelves, e 

And honours, not inſults, a generous Foe. | 
Vet ſince you dread them, take this ſacred Pledge, 
This Hand of Surety, by which Kings are bound; R 
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By which I hold you mine, and vow to treat you, 
With all the Rev'rence due to ruin'd State, 
With all the Softneſs of remember*d Love, 
All that can ſooth thy Fate, and make thee happy. 
Sor HoxIsB A. 
I thank thee; Maſiniſſa! now the ſame ; 
The ſame warm Youth, exalted, full of Soul; 
With whom in happier Days I wont to paſs 
The ſighing Hour: while, dawning fair in Love, 
All Song and Sweetneſs, Life ſet joyous out; 
| Fre the black Tempeſt of Ambition roſe, 
And drove us different ways. — Thus dreſs'd in War, 
In nodding Plumes, o' ercaſt with ſullen Thought, 
With purpos'd Vengeance dark, I knew thee not: 
But now breaks out the beauteous Sun anew, 
The gay Numidian ſhines who warm'd me once, 
Whole Love was Glory. —— Vain Ideas, hence! 
Long ſince my Heart, to nobler Paſſions known, 
Has your nn ſcorn'd. 
Masiwissa. 


Enchanting Fees! my deluded Thought 
Runs back to Days of Love; when Fancy / ſtill 
Found Worlds of Beauty, ever riling new 
To the tranſported Eye; when flattering Hope 
Form'd endleſs Proſpects of increaſing Bliſs; 
And ſtill the credulous Heart believ'd them all, 
Even more than Love could promiſe. But the Scene 
Is full of Danger for a tainted Eye; 
J muſt not, dare not, will not look that way. 
O hide ir, Wiſdom, Glory, from my view! 
Or! in ſweet Ruin J ſhall ſink again. ho 
Diſaſter clouds thy Cheek; thy Colour goes, 
Retire. and from the Troubles of the Day 
Repoſe thy weary Soul; worn out with Care, 
And rough unhappy Thought. a 
Sor HoxISBA. 
May A iſa 
Ne er want che Goodneſs he has ſhewn to me. 


SCENE 


Oh! while you talk, 


Of Poiſon ? Love! ? of loving Sophoniſha 2. 
Yes, I admire her, wonder at her Beaut 


Fre lighted up with the celeſtial Fire. 


Where-e'er ſhe goes ſtill Admiration g gazes, 


S, ou ſincerely. 


CO ee ene. ee —— 
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SCENE III. 


MAsIx 1882, NaRvA. 


MAsTNISS 4. 


The danger's o'er, I've heard the Syren's Sh; 
Yet ſtill to Glory hold my ſteady Courſe. 


I mark*d thy kind Concern, thy friendly Fears, 


And own them uſt ; for ſhe has Beauty, Narva, 


So full, ſo perfect, with ſo great a Soul 


Inform d. ſo pointed high with Spirit, 
As ſtrikes like Lightning from the Hand of Jove, 


And raiſes Love to _ 
Mir wang 
rb; my Riel 


Too true, it is too true; her fatal Charms 
Are powerful, and to M niſſa' Heart 


But know the way too well. And art thou ſure, 


That the ſoft Poiſon, which within thy Veins 
Lay unextinguiſh'd, is not rouz'd a-new? _ 
Ts not this Moment working thro' thy Soul! ? 
| Poſt mou not love! ? Confeſs. 

e Mas ixISsa. 


What faid my Friend, 


And he who does not is as dull as Earth, 
The cold unanimated Form of Man, 


And liſtens while ſhe talks. Even thou thy Ll 85 5 
Who ſaw'ſt her with the Malice of a Friend, | 
Even thou thy ſelf admir'ſt her. Do thou : not: 5 


STS 
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Narva. 
She has Charms indeed; 
But has ſhe Charms like Virtue ? Tho? majeſtic 5 
Does ſhe command us, is her Force like Glory! £ 
MAsINISs a. 
All Glory's s in her Eye! Perfection thence 


Looks from his Throne ; and on her ample Brow 
Sits Majeſty. Her Features glow with Life, . 
Warm with heroic Soul. Her Mien! — ſhe walks, 


As when a towering Goddeſs treads this Earth. 
But when her Language flows; when ſuch a one 


Deſcends to ſooth, to ſigh, to weep, to graſp 
The tottering Knee 5 oh! Narva, Narva, oh! 
Expreſſion here! is dumb. 


NARVA. 


„ my Lord, 
Is this the Talk of ſober Admiration? 


Are theſe the Sallies of a Heart at eaſe? 
Of Scipio's Friend? And was it the calm Senſe | 


Of fair Perfection, that, the while ſhe kneeld 


For what you raſhly promis'd, {ciz'd your Soul; 


Stole out in ſecret Tranſports from your Eye; 


That writh*d you Eroaning round, and ſhook your 


Frame ? 
3 


1 tell thee once again, too cautious Man, 
That when a Woman begs, a matchleſs Woman, 
A Woman once belov'd, a fallen Queen, 


A Sophoniſba ! when ſhe twines her Charms 
Ka our Soul, and all her Power of Looks, 


Of Tears, of Sighs, of Softneſs, plays upon us; 
He's more or leſs than Man who can reſiſt her. 
For me, my ſtedfaſt Soul approves, nay more, 
Exults in the Protection it has promis'd. 

And nought, tho? plighted Honour did not bind me, 
Shall ſhake the happy Purpoſe of my Heart; 
 Nought, by th' avenging Gods who heard my Vow, 
And hear me now again, : 


* C wh: | NARVA. 
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NARVA. 
And was it chen 


For this you conquer'd ? 


MasINISS A. 
Yes, and triumph 1 im it. 


This was my fondeſt With ; the very Point, 


The Plume of Glory, the delicious Prize 


Of bleeding Years. And I had been a Brute, 
A greater Monſter than Numidia breeds, 


A Horror to my ſelf; if on the ground, 
Caſt vilely from me, I th' illuftrious Fair one 


Had left to Bondage, Bitterneſs, and Death. 
Nor is there aught in War worth what I feel; 
In Pomp and hollow State, like this ſweet Senſe 
Of infelt Bliſs ; which the Reflection gives me, 
Of ſaving thus ſuch Excellence and Beauty 

From her ſupreme Abhorrence. 


Na RVA. 


Maſiniſſa, 


My Friend! my Royal Lord ! alas! you flide, 


You fink from Virtue. On the giddy Brink 


Of Fate you ſtand. — One ſtep, and all is loſt! 


 Masinissa. 


No more, no more if this is being loft, 


If this, miſtaken ! is fortaking Virtue, 


And ruſhing down the Precipice of Fate; 
Then down 4 go, far far beyond the Din | 
Of ſcrupulous gull Precaution.——Leave me, N. arua. 


I want to be alone, to find ſome Shade, 
Some folitary Gloom ; there to ſhake off 


This Weight of Lite, this Tumult of Mankind, 
This fick ; Ambition on it ſelf recoiling; 


* 


And there to liſten to the gentle Voice, _— 
The Sigh of Peace, ſomething, I know not what, N 
That whiſpers Ty to my Heart. ——F arewel. 


FF 
SCENE IV. 


Na RVA alone. : 


Struck, and he knows it not.—80 when the F ield, 
Elate in Heart, the Warriour ſcorns to yield; 


The ſtreaming Blood can ſcarce convince his Eyes; 


Nor wall he fe] the Wound by which he dies. 


The End of the Second AF. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


MAsINISSA alone. 


N vain 1 wander thro* the Shade for Peace ; 
*'Tis with the Calm alone, the Pure of Heart, 


That there the Goddeſs talks - But in my Breaſt 


Some buſy Thought, ſome ſecret-eating Pang, 
Throbs inexpreſſible ; and rowls from What? 
From Charm to Charm, on Sophoni/ba ſtill 
Earneſt, intent, devoted all to her. 


Oh it muſt out! — *Tis Love, almighty Love ! 
_ Returning on me with a ſtronger Tide. 
l'll doubt no more, but give it up to Love. 
Come to my Breaſt, thou roſy-ſmiling God 
Come unconhin'd! bring all thy Joys along, 
All thy ſoft Cares, and mix them copious here. 


But why invoke I thee? Thy Power is weak, 


To Sophoniſba's Eye, thy Quiver poor, 


To the reſiſtleſs Lightning of her Form; 


And dull thy bare inſinuating Arts, 


To the ſweet Mazes of her flowing Tongue. 
Quick, let me fly to her; and there forget 
This tedious Abſence, War, Ambition, Noiſe, 


Even Friendſhip's ſelf, the Vanity of Fame, 


Aud all but Lowe, for Love is more than all 


SCENE 
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ET ph 
[SCENE it. 
Mas1N1ssA, Na RVA. 


Mas1n5sA. 


| Weedine again, my Friend, — Come nearer, Narva; 5 


Lend me thine Arm, and I will tell thee all, 
Unfold my ſecret Heart, whoſe every Pulſe 
With Sophoniſba beats. —Nay hear me out 
Swift, as I mus'd, the Conflagration ſpread ; 

At once too ſtrong, too general, to be quench'd, 
I love, and 1 approve it, doat upon her, 

Even think theſe Minutes loft I talk with thee. 
| Heavens ! what Emotions have poſſeſs'd my Soul! 
Snatch'd by a Moment into Years of Paſſion, 


NARA. 
Ah Maſniſe ! — 
- ee” Masi1x185A, 


| Argue not againſt me. 
Talk down the circling Winds that hit the Deſart ; 


And, touch*d by Heaven, when all the Foreſts blaze, 


Talk down the Flame, but not my ſtronger Love. 

I have for Love a thouſand thouſand Reaſons, 
Dear to the Heart, and potent o'er the Soul. 

My ready Thoughts all riſing, reſtleſs all, 

Are a perpetual Spring of Tenderneſs; 

Oh! We Sophoniſda] oh! 

: NARVA. | 

Is this deceirf 1 Day then come to avught] . 

This Day, that ſet thee on a double Theoge 2 

That gave thee Syphax chain'd, thy deadly Foe? 

With perfect Conqueſt crown d thee, perfect Glory? 
Is it ſo oon eclips'a ? and does yon Sun, 

Yon n Sun, who this fair ir Morning ſaw da 


30  SOPHONISBA, 
Ride through the Ranks of long extended War, 
As radiant as himſelf ; with every Glance 
_ Wheeling the pointed Files; and, when the Storm 
Began, beheld thee tread the riſing Surge by 
Of Battle high, and drive it on the Foe ; j 
Does he now, bluſhing, ſee thee ſunk fo weak ? 
Caught in a Smile ? the Captive of a Look ? 
I cannot name it without Tears. 
Masivissa. — 
Away! 
Im fick of War, of the deftroping Trade, 
Smooth'd o' er, and gilded with the Name of Glory. 
Thou need*ſt not ſpread the martial Field to me; 
My happier Eyes are turn'd another way, 
Behold it not; or, if they do, behold it 
Shrunk up, far off, a viſionary Scene; 
As to che waking Man appears the Dream. 
Nad 
Or rather a3 Realities appear, 
The Virtue, Potnp, and Dignities of Life, 
In lick Core" Dreams. 
Mas INISSA. | 
Think not I ſcorn 
The taſk of Heroes, when Oppreſſion rages, 
And lawleſs Violence confounds the World. 
Who would not bleed with Tranſport for his Country, 
Tear every dear Relation from his Heart, 
And greatly die to make a People happy; 
Ought not to taſte of Happinels himſelf, 
And is low- ſoul'd indeed. — But ſure, my Friend, 
There is a time for Love, or Life were vile 
A ſickly Circle of revolving Days 
Led on by Hope, with ſenſeleſs Rur ld, | 
And clos'd by Diſappointment. Round and round, 
Still Hope for ever wheels the daily . 
Impudent Hope unjoyous Madneſs all ! _ 
Till Love comes ſtealing in, with his kind Hours, 
His healing Lips, his cordial Sweets, his Cares. 
Infuſing Joy, his Joys ineffable 
That make the poor Account of Life comple, : 
Ani 
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And , the Gods. 
NARVA. 
. 5 Miſtaken Prince, 
I blame not Love. But 
5 | Mas1Nnrssa. 
Slander not my Paſſion. 
5 ſuffet'd thee too far. — Take heed, old Man, — 
Love will not bear an Acculation, Narea. 
NARVA. 
Pm ſpeak the Truth, when Truth and F fiendſhip call, 
Nor fear thy Frown unkind. — Thou haſt no Right 
To Sophoniſba; ſhe belongs to Rome. 
 Masinissa. 
Hal ſhe belongs to Rome. — Tis true My Thoughts 
Where have you wander'd, not to think of this? 
Think ere I promis'd? ere I lov'd? — Confuſion! 
I know not what I ſay—I ſhould have lov'd, 
Tho? Jove in mr 1hunder had forbid' it. 
But Rome will not refuſe ſo ſmall a Boon, 
Whoſe Gifts are Kingdoms: Rome uſt grant it ſure, 
One Captive to my Wiſh, one poor Requeſt, 
So ſmall to them, but oh ſo dear to me! 
Here let my Heart confide. 
Nat RVA. 
. eluſiwe Love! 
Thro' what wild Projects is the frantick Mind 
Beguil'd by thee ? — "And chink' { thou that the No- 
mans, 
The Senators of Rome, theſe Gods on Earth, 
_ Wile, ſteady to the Right, ſeverely juſt, 
All incorrupt, and like eternal Fate 
Not to be mov'd, will liſten to the Sigh 
Of idle Love? They, when their Country calls, 
Who know no Pain, no Tenderneſs, no Joy, 
But bid their Children bleed before their eyes; 
That they'll regard the light fantaſtick Pangs 
Of a fond Heart? and with thy Kingdom give thee 
Their moft inveterate Foe ; from their firm Side, 
Like Syphax, to delude thee? and the Point 


Of their own Bounty on themſelves to turn? LO 
*C4 * 
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Thou canſt not hope it ſure.—Impoſſible ! 


MAsSINISS A. 
What ſhall I 467 — Be now the Friend exerted. 


For Love and Honour preſs me; Love and Honour, 
All that is dear and excellent in Life, | 


All that or ſooths the Man or lifts the Heroe, 
Bind my Soul deep. 


NARA. 


Raſh was your Vow, my Lord. 
I know not what to counſel — When you vow'd, 


' You vow'd what was not in your power to grant; 


And cherefore tis not binding. 
MAsINISSA. 


Never! Never! 
Oh never will I falſify that Vow! 


Ere then Deſtruction ſeize me ! Yes, ye Remans, 
If it be fo, there, take your Kingdoms back, 
Your royal Gewgaws, all for Sophoniſla 


Hold. Let me think a While —It ſhall be ſo! 
By all the inſpiring Gods that prompt my Thought ! 


This very Night ſhall ſolemnize our Vows ; 

And the next joyous Sun, that viſits Afri, 

See Sophoniſba ſeated on my Throne.— 
Then if they ſpare her not, —not ſpare my Queen, — 


Perdition on their fiubborn Pride call'd Virtue ! 


Be theirs the World, but Sophoniſba mine | 


NARVA. 
And is it poſſible, ye Gods, that WY us! 


- Can Maja niſſa 1 in his Pride of Youth, 
In his meridian Glory ſhining wide, 


The Light of Afric, and the Friend of Scipio; "BS 


Ile take a Woman to the nuptial Bed, 

Who ſcorn'd him for a Tyrant, old, and peeviſh, 

His rancorous Foe? and gave her untouch'd Bloom, : 
Her Spring of Charms to Syphax ? : 


Boe Main. 

: Horrid F riendſhip ! 
This, this, has thrown a Serpent to my Heart; 
While it o*crflow” d with Tenderneſs, with Jer. 5 

ith 
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With all the Sweetneſs of exulting Love. 

Now nought but Gall is there, and burning Poiſon! 
Yes, it was ſo |!——— Curſe on her vain Atnbition ! 
What had her medling Sex to do with States ? 
The Buſineſs of Men! For him! for Syphax ! 
Forſook for him! my Love for his groſs Paſſion ! 
The Thought is Hell! — Oh I had treaſur'd up 
A World of Indignation, Years of Scornz 
But her fad ſuppliant Witchcraft ſooth'd it down. 
Where is ſhe now? That it may burſt upon her; 
Bear her unbounded from me, down the Torrent, 
Far, far away! And tho' my plighted Faith, 
Shall ſave her from the Romans, yet to tell her, 
That I will never, never ſee her more! 5%, 
Ha! there ſhe comes, ——Þernicious Fair-one Leave 


Me. 
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SopuoN 15BA, Masinissa. 


Sor honrs na. 


F orgive this quick Return. The Rage, Cankufion; 1 

, And mingled Paſſions of this luckleſs . 

Made me forget another warm Requeſt 

I had to beg of generous Maſiniſſa; 

For oh to whom, ſave to the Generous, can 

The Miſerable fly: But much diſturb'd 

You look, and ſcowl upon me a Denial. 

| Repentance frowns on your contracted Brow. 

Already, weary of my linking Fate, 

| You ſeem to droop and for unhappy Hphax 

I ſhall implore in van. 

e  Masinitssa. 

For Syphax? Vengeance! 

And canſt thou mention him * ? 0 grant me Breath! 
Sor Ro- 


Pong | 
I: know, young Prince, how deep he has provoled ; 
| 1 
How keen he ſought thy Youth; ; thro? what a Fire 
Of great Diſtreſs, from which you come the brighter. 
On dull indifferent Objects, or perhaps 
Didik d a little, tis but common Bounty 
To ſhower Relief; but when our bittereſt F oe 
Lies ſunk, em d. and deſolate, then! then! 
Jo feel the Mercies of a pitying God, 
To raiſe him from the Duſt, and that beſt way 
— triumph o' er him, is We Goodneſs. 
Oh let unhappy H _ fouch thy Heart, 
YiEvnous N | 
BY. lasinissa., _ 
Monſtrous this! 
Still doſt thou blaſt me with that curſed Name 
The very Name thy conſcious Guilt ſhould ſhun. 
Oh had he heap'd all Ils upon my Head, 
While it was young, and for the Storm unfit ; 
Had he but driven me from my native T hrone, 5 
From regal Pomp and Luxury, to dwell 
Among the foreſt Beaſts; to bear the Beam 
Of red Numidian Suns, and the rank Dew 
Of cold unſhelter'd Nights; to mix with Wolves, 5 
To hunt with hungry Fygers for my Prey, 
And thirſt with Dipſas on the burning Sand; 
I could have thank'd him for his angry N * 
The fair Oceaſion that his Rage afforded 
Of learning Patience, Fortitude, and Hope, 
Still riſing ſtronger on incumbent Fate, 
And all that try d Humanity can dictate. 
But there is one curs' d Bitterneſs behind, 
i One Injury, the Man can never pardon; 
That ſcorches up the Tear in Pity's Eye, 
And even ſweet Mercy's ſelf converts to Gall. es 
1 cannot will not name u Heart of Anguiſh | 


Down! down! _ 


 SOPHQ- 


 SoOPHONISBA. 


Ah! whence this ſudden ut this Madachs, : 


That hurries all oY Soul ? 
MASINISSA. 


And doſt thou alk? 


Aſt thy own TOs” ron ſnatch'd from my Vows, 


From the warm Wiſhes of my ſpringing Youth, 
And given to that old hated MOORES, SHphax. 
Perfidious OE, ET 

Sor goen , 
V 
With too much Truth I can return thy charge. 
Why didſt thou drive me to that cruel Choice? 
Why leave me, with my Country, to Deſtruction ? 


Why break thy Love? thy Faith? ang join the 


Romans + 2 
MasIx i884. e 
By Heavens! the Romans were my better Genius, 


Sav'd me from Fate, and form'd my Youth to Glorys 


But for the Romans 1 had been a Savage. 
A Wretch like Syphex, a forgotten thing, 
The Tool of as. + | 
 SoPHONISBA. = 
Meddle not with Carthage, eb 

Impatient Youth, for that I will not bear; 
Tho? here I were a thouſand fold thy Slave. 

Not one baſe Word of Carthage on thy Soul! J 
MasINISSA. 
How vain thy Phrenzy ! Go, command thy Slaves, 
Thy Fools, thy Syphaxes z but I will ſpeak, | 
Speak loud of Carthage, call it falſe, ungenerous. 
et ſhall 1 check me, ſince it is thy Country? 
While the Romans are the Light, the 9 — 


Sor HONISBA. 


; Romans 6: 
7 Perdition c on the Raman, l and 3 

On thee too Romans ate the Scourge 
Oi the red World, Deſtroyers of Mankind, 
The Rufians, Ravagers of Earth; and all 


Beneath 
3 
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36 SOPHONISB A. 
Beneath the ſmooth diſſimulating Maſk 
Of Juftice, and Compaſſion ; as if Slave 
Was but another Name for civiliz'd. 
All Vengeance on the Romans! — While fair Carthage 
Unblemiſh'd rifes on the Baſe of Commerce; 
And aſks of Heaven nought but the general Winds, 
And common Tides, to carry Plenty, "wid 
Civility, and Grandeur, round the World. 
MMAsINISS A. 
No more compare them ! for the Gods themſelves 
Declare for Rome. 
| SopHonIsBA. 
| It was not always fo. 
The Gods declar'd for Hamibal; when J taly 
Blaz'd all around him, all her Streams ran "Blood, 
All her incarnate Vales were vile with Death; 
And when at Trebia, Thraſymene, and Cannæ, 
The Carthaginian Sword with Roman Blood 
Was drunk—Oh that he then, on that dread Day, 
While lifeleſs Conſternation blacken'd Rome, © 
Had raz'd th* accurſed City to the ground, 
And ſav'd the World !— When will it come again, 
A Day fo glorious, and fo big with Vengeance, 
On thoſe my Sou] abhors ? 
 Macinssa. 
| Avert it Heaven! 
The Romans not enſlave, but fave the World 
From Corthaginian Rage. ———— 
Sopnon ISBA. 
1 85 I'll bear no more! 
Nor Tenderneſa nor Lie. nor Liberty, 
Nothing ſhall make me bear it. -Periſh Rome ! 
And all her menial Friends !———Yes, rather, rather, 
Deteſted as ye are, ye 3 take me, 
Oh pitying take me to your nobler Chains! 
And fave me from this abject Youth, your Slave ! 
— - How canſt thou kill me thus ?- 
MASI1N1SSA. 5 5 
I meant it not. 
* meant to tell thee, nr Fair. one! 
How 


SOPHONTSBA 37 

How this alone might bind me to the Romans; 

That, in a frail and ſliding Hour, they ſnatch d me 
From the Perdition of thy Love; which fell, 

Like baleful Lightning, where I moſt could wiſh, 

And prov'd Deſtruction to my mortal Foe, 

Oh pleaſing! fortunate! 

So hoxISBA. 

I thank them too. 

By Heavens! for once, I love them; ſince they turn'd 
My better Thoughts from thee, thou——But 1will not 
Give thee the Name, thy mean Servility 
From my juſt Scorn deſerves. 

MAsSINISss aA. 

bh freely call me, 

: By every Name thy Fury can inſpire ; ET 

Enrich me with Contempt —— 1 love no More — 

It will not hurt me, Sophoniſba. Love, 

Long ſince I gave it to the paſſing Winds, 

And would not be a Lover for the World. 

A Lover is the very Fool of Nature; 

Made ſick by his own Wantonneſs of Thought, 

His fever'd Fancy: while, to your own Charms 
Imputing all, you ſwell with boundleſs Pride. 
Shame on the Wretch ! who Toute be driven from 
: Men, 

To live with Aan Slaves, in one ſoft Herd, 

All wretched, all ridiculous together. 

For me, this moment, here I mean to bid 

F arewel, a glad Farewel to Love and thee, 

85 SOPHONISBA. EO 

With all my Soul, farewel ! - Yet, ere you £0; ; 

Kno that my Spirit burns as high as thine, 

2 As high to Glory, and as low to Love. 

or Thy Promiſes are void; and I abſolve thee. 

5 Hae | in the Preſence of the litning Gods. 
Take thy repented Vows. To proud Cornelia 
Pd rather be a Slave, to Scipio's Mother; 
Than Queen of all Numidia, by the favour 

Of . Who aces inſult the e cr thus. 


(Pauſing. 
till 


38 SOPHONTSB A, 
Still doſt thou ſtay? Behold me then again, 

Hopeleſs, and wild, a loft abandon'd mt 

And now thy brutal. wie mult be gain'd. 

Away, thou cruel, and yngencroys, go! 

| Masinis84.  - 

No, not for Worlds would I reſume my Yau i ! 

Diſhonour blaſt me then! all kind of IIIs 

Fill up my Cup of Bitterneſs, and Shame 


When! reſign thee to triumphant Rowe. 


Oh lean not thus dejected to the ground ! 

The ſight 18 Miſery. —— What roots me here? 

[Aid 
Alas! IJ have urg'd my fooliſh Heart too far ; 

And Love depreſs d, regoils with greater force. 

O e, . 


Sor hox 18A. 


By thy Pride ſhe gies, 


"Ine. . 
e Tlie! is the Conqueſt, Nature E 
By Heaven nd Earth! I cannot hold it more. 
Wretch that I was! to cruſh th* Unhappy thus; 
The faireſt too, the deareſt of her Sex! ! 
For whom my Soul could die! —Turn, quickly turn, 
O Sophoniſba! my Belov'd ! my Glory! 
Turn and forgive the Violence of Love, 
Of Love chat knows no Bounds! 
SOP HON ISBA. | 
And can it be? 
Can that ſoft Paſſion prove 1o fierce of Heart, 
As on the Tears of Miſery, the Sighs 
Of Death, to feaſt? to torture what it loves! 3 
| MaASINISSA. 
Ves it can be, thou Goddeſs of my Soul! 
Whoſe each Emotion is but varied Love, 
All over Love, its Powers, its Paſſions, all: 
Its Anger, Indignation, Fury, Love; 
Its Pride, Diſdain, even Deteſtation, Love; 
And when it, wild, refolves to love no more, 
Then is the Triumph of exceſſive Love. ” 2 
Di 


Inhuman Prince ! 


SOPHONISBA: 


Didft thou not mark me 3 mark the dubious Ra ge, 
That tore my Heart with Anguiſh while I talk'd? 
Thou didſt; and muſt forgive ſo kind a Fault. 
Want would thy trembling Lips ? 

; ' SoPHONISB A. | 
8 That J muſt die. 
For ſuch another Storm, ſo mueh Contempt 
Thrown out on Carthage, ſo much Praiſe on Rome, 
Were worſe than Death. Why ſhould I longer tire 
My weary Fate? The moſt relentleſs Roman 
Wat could he more? 
Massa. 
Oh Sopboniſba, hear! 
See me thy Suppliant now. Talk not of Death. 
I have no Life but thee.— Alas! Alas 
Hadſt thou a little Tenderneſs for me, 


The ſmalleſt Part of what I feel, thou wouldſ. 


What wouldſt thou not forgive? But how imdeod - 
Hoy can I hope it? Vet! from this Moment, 
Will ſo devote my Being to thy Pleaſure, 
So live alone to gain thee ; that thou mult, 
If there is human Nature in thy Breaſt, 
Feel lome OY Warmth, 
SOPHONISBA.. 
Well, well; tis paſt. 
To be inexorable ſuits not Slaves. 
MAsSINIS aA. f 
Fpare, ſpare that word; it ſtabs me to ts Soul ; 
My Crown, my Lite, and Liberty are thine. 
Oh give my Paſſion way ! My Heart is full, 
Oppreſs'd by Love; and I could number Ten. 
With all the Dews that ſprinkle o'er the Morn ; 
While thus with thee converſing, thus with thee 
Even happy to Diſtreſs.- Enough, enough, 
Have we been cheated by the Trick of State, 
For Rome and Carthage ſuffer'd much too long 
And led, by gaudy Fantoms, wander'd far, 
Far from our Bliſs. But now ſince met agein, 
Since here I hold thee, circle all Perfection, 
The Prize of Life! ſince Fate too prefics hard, 


39 


. 


40 SOPHONISBA. 
Since Rome and Slavery drive thee to the Brink; 
Let this immediate Night exchange our Vows, 
Secure my Bliſs, our future Fortunes blend, 
Set thee, the Queen of Beauty, on my Throne, | 
And make it doubly mine. A wretched Gift 
To what my Love could give! 
 SOPHONISBA. 


What? Marry thee, 


This Night? 
e Martina. 

Thou dear one! yes, this very Night, 
Let injur'd Ehmen have his Rites reſtor'd, 
And bind our broken Vous. - Think, ſerious, 
thin! 

On what I plead.— A thouſand Reafons urge.— 
Captivity diſſolves thy former Marriage 

And if *tis with the meaneſt Vulgar fo, 

Can Sophoniſba to a Slave, to Syphax, 

The moſt exalted of her Sex, be bound? 
Beſides it is the beſt, perhaps ſole way, 

To fave thee from the Romans ; and muſt tow 

Bar their Pretenſions: or if Ruin comes, 

0 periſh with thee is to periſh happy. 


Sor HON 18BA. 


Let muſt I ſtill inſiſt - 
" 8 

It ſhall be ſo. 

I know thy Purpoſe ; it would plead for Sy phax. 

He ſhall have all, thou Deareſt ! ſhall have all, 

Crowns, Trifles, Kingdoms, all again, but thee, 

Bur thee, thou more than all 


 SOPHONISBA.. „ 
Ade. 
: - Shi: witneſs Heaven! 5 
| This i is alone for Carthage, 
| {Ts 0 bim. 


S by Goodneſs, 
I may be thine. Expect no Love, no Sighing. | 
Perhaps, hereafter, I may learn again 


To hold thee dear. 11 on theſe T erms thou canſt, 
8 | Here 


SOPHONITSBA- 4r 


Here take me, take me, to thy Wiſhes. 


MLASINISSA. 
Ke; 
Ves, Sophoniſpa! as a Wretch takes Life 


From off the bleeding Rack. —All wild with Joy, 


Thus hold thee, preſs thee, to my bounding Heart; 
And bleſs the bounteous Gods. — Can Heaven give 
more? 


Oh happy! happy! happy | — Come; my Fair, 


This ready Minute ſees thy Will perform'd; 


From Syphax knocks his Chains; and I myſelf, 
Even in his favour, will requeſt the Romans, 


Oh, thou haſt ſmil'd my Paſſions into Peace! 


So, while conflicting Winds embroil'd the Seas, 
In perfect Bloom, warm with immortal Blood, 


Young Venus rear'd her o'er the raging Flood; 


She ſmil'd around, like thine her Beauties olow'd ; 
When ſmooth, in gentle Swells, the Surges fow'd 3 * 


Sunk, by degrees, into a liquid Plain; 


And one bright Calm ſat trembling « on che Main, 


The End of the Third Att 


EL 


Sor nos ISP PHOENISSA. 


PHoENnISSA, 


AIL Queen of Maſeeſ lia once again 
And fair Maſylia join'd ! This riſing g Day 
Saw Sophoniſla, from the Height of Life, a 
Thrown to the very Brink of Slavery : 
State, Honours, Armies vanquiſh'd; nothing left 
But her own great unconquerable Mind. 
And yet, ere Evening comes, to larger Power 
Reſtor'd, I ſee my royal Friend; and kneel 

In grateful Homage to the Gods, and her. 
Te Powers, what awful Changes often mark 
The Fortunes of the great! 

SOPHONISBA, 
Pheniſſa, true; 

＋Tis awful all the wonderous Work of Fate. 

But ah! this ſudden Marriage damps my Soul; 

1 like it not, that wild Precipitance . 

Of Youth, that Ardor, that impetuous Stream 
In which his Love return'd. At firft, my Friend, 
He vainly rag'd with diſappointed Love 5 

And, as the haſty Storm ſubſided, then 

To Soſtneſs varied, to returning Fondneſs, 

To Sighs, to Tears, to ſupplicating Vows ; 

But all his Vows were idle, till at laſt 

He ſhook my Heart by Rome. — To be bis Queen, 

Could only fave me from their horrid Power. 

And there is Madneſs in that Thought, enough 
In that ſtrong Thought alone to make me run 

From Nature. — 
| 3 | Por- 


SOPHONISBA. 43 


ProeNnissA. 
Was it not auſpicious, Madam? 

Juſt a as we hop'd! juſt as our Wiſhes plan'd ? 
Nor let your Spirit ſink. Your ſerious Hours, 
When you behold the Roman Ravage check'd, 
From their Enchantment Maſiniſſa kr eed, 
And Carthage Miſtreſs of the World again, 

This Marriage will approve : then will it riſe 
In all its Glory, virtuous, wiſe and great, 
While happy Nations, then deliver'd, join 


Their loud Acclaim. And, had the white Occaſion 5 


Neglected flown, where now had been your Hopes? 
Your Liberty ? your Country? where your All!? 
Think well of this, think that, think every way, 
And Sophoni/ba cannot but exult 
In what 18 done. | 
SopHONISBA. 

| 8 may my Hopes ſucceed! 
As Love dow to Carthage, to the Public, 

Led me a Marriage victim to the Temple, 

And juſtifies my Vows. — Ha | Syphax here! 
What would his Rage with me 5 ſtay. 

But this one Trial more Heroic Truth, 

5 e me now! 


BYE eee eee eee 
8 © E N E II. 
SYPHAX, 80 8 BA, PRHOEN ISS A. 


| SypHax, 


5 Von ſeem to fly me, Madam. 
To ſhun my Gratulations.—Here 1 come, 
To join the general Joy; and I, ſure I, 3 
Who have to Dotage, have to Ruin lord you, 

Muſt take a tender Part in your Succeſs, 
In Jour recover d State. 


„„ So Ho- 
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thank you, Sir. 


And ſelfiſh Eye. 


Canſt thou hear this, this baſe opprobrious Lan guage, 
And yet be tamely calm? — Well, well, for once 


 Impatient Spirit down] — Yes, Syphax, yes, 
Tes! will greatly juſtify my ſelf „ 
Even by the Conſort of the thundering Foe, I 
Who binds the holy Marriage-Vow, be judg'd. 
And every public Heart, not meanly loſt 


44 SOPHONISBA. 
| SOoP HONISBA. 5 
*Tis very well. 


SYPHAX. 
And gentle Maſiniſſa, 


Say, will he prove a very coming Fool ? 
All plant, all devoted to your Will? 5 
A glorious Wretch like Syphay — Ha! not mow-d! 


Speak, thou perfidious ! canſt thou bear it thus? 


With ſuch a ſteady Countenance ? canſt thou 
Here fee the Man thou haſt ſo groſly wrong'd, 
And yet not ſink in Shame? And to not Thake 


In every guilty Nerve ? 
SOP HONISBA. 


What have I done, 


That I ſhould tremble? that I ſhould not dare 
To bear thy Preſence? Was my Heart to blame, 
I'd tremble for myſelf, and not for thee, 

Proud Man! Nor would I live to be aſham'd. 

My Soul itſelf would die, could the leaſt Shame 

On her unſpotted Fame be juſtly caſt: _ 

For of all Evils, to the Generous, Bhs 

Is the laſt deadly Pang. — But you behold 


My late Engagement with a Jealous, W 


SyPHAx. 
Averging Juno, hear! 


And canſt thou think to Juitify thy [elt 25 


I bluſh to hear thee, Traitrels ! 
SopnoNnIsBA. 
7” O my Soul! 


It ſhall be ſo — in pity to thy Madneſs— 


In little low 5 to e Self 3 


SOPHONISHBA:; 45 
Not all devoted, will abſolve me too. 
But in the Tempeſt of the Soul, when Rage, 
Loud Indignation, unattending Pride, 
And Jealouſy confound it, how can then 
The nobler Paſſions, how can they be heard? 
Let let me tell thee - — 
5 SyrHAX. 
Thou canſt tell me nought, 
Away ! away | nought but Illuſion, Falhood —— 
SOP HON ISBA., : 
My Heart will burſt, in honour to my ſelf, 
If here I ſpeak not; tho' thy Rage, I know, 
Can never be convinc'd, yet {hall it be 
Confounded.— And muſt J renounce my Freedom? 
Forgo the power of doing general good? _ 
Mutt yield my felt the Slave, the barbarous Triumph 
Oi 1:ſotent, enrag'd, inveterate Rome ? 
And all for nothing but to grace thy F all: ? 
Nay by my ſelf to periſh for thy pleaſure ? 
For ther,, the Romans may be mild to thee, 
Bur I, a Carthaginian, I, whoſe Blood . 
Holds unrelentin Enmity to theirs; 
Who have my if much hurt them, and who live 
Alone to work them Woe; what, what can! 0 
Hope from their Vengeance, but the very Dregs | | il 
Of the worſt Fate, the Bitterneſs of Bondage? = 
Yet thou, kind Man, wouldſt in thy generous Love. j 
Wouldſt have me ſuffer that; be bound to thee, 
For that dire End alone, beyond the ſtretch 
: Of Ty and of Law, 
: „ Sypnax. © 
X Confuſion! Law! 
I know the Laws permit thee, the groſs Laws 
That rule the Vulgar. I'm a Captive true ; 
And therefore may*ſt thou plead a ſhametul Right 
To leave me to my Chains But ſay, thou baſe one! 
Ungrateful! ſay, for whom am Ja Captive? _ 
For whom theſe many Years with War, and Death, 
| Defeats, and Deſolation have I liv'd ? 
For whom has Battle after Battle bled 5 


. For 


> P 


46 8 O PHONIS BA, 
For whom my Crown, my Kingdom, and my All, 
Been vilely caſt away? For whom this day, yr, 
This very day, have I been ſtain'd with Slaughter ? 
With yon laſt reeking Field ?—-For one, ye Gods 
Who leaves me for the Victor, for the W retch 
I hold in utter endleſs Deteſtation. 
Fire! Fury! Hell Oh I am richly paid 
But thus it is to love a Woman— Woman ! 
The Source of all Diſaſter, all Perdition! 
Man in himſelf is ſocial, would be happy, 
Too happy ; but the Gods, to keep him down, 
Curs'd him with Woman! fond, enchanting, ſmooth, 
And harmleſs- ſeeming Woman; while at heart | 
All Poiſon, Serpents, Tygers, Furies, all 
That is deſtructive, in one Form combin'd, 


And gilded o'er with Beauty! 


SOPHONISBA. 

Hapleſs Man! 
1 pity thee; this Madneſs only ſtirs 
My Boſom to Compaſſion, not to Rage. 
Think as you lift of our unhappy Sex, 

Too much ſubjected to your tyrant Force; 

Yet know that all, we were not all, at leaſt, 
Form'd for your Trifles, for your wanton Hours. 
Our Paſſions too can ſometimes ſoar above 
The houſhold Taſk aſſign'd us, can expand 
Beyond the narrow Sphere of Families, 
And take in States into the panting Heart, 

As well as yours, ye partial to yourſelves ! 

And this is my Support, my Joy, my Glory, 
The Conſcience that my Heart abhors all Baſeneſs, 
And of all Baſeneſs moſt Ingratitude. _ 
This ure affronted Honour may declare, 

With an unbluſhing Cheek. 

LE | SyPHAX. = 
Falle, falſe as Hell! 
Falſe as your Sex! when it pretends to Virtue. 
| You talk of Honour, Conſcience, Patriotiſm, 
A Female Patriot !—Vanity !—Abſurd ! 
Even doating dull Creculity would laugh 


SOPHONISBA 47 


To ſcorn your Talk. Was ever Woman yet 
Had any better Purpoſe in her eye, 
Than how to pleaſe her Pride or wanton Will ? 
In various Shapes, and various Manners, all, 

All the ſame Flagues, or open, or conceaPa, 

IHE Bane of Late 1-::-- 

Sor Hox 188A. 
M.uſt J then, muſt I, Syphax, 

Give thee a bitter Proof of what! ſay? 

I would not ſeem to heighten thy Diſtreſs, 
Not in the leaſt inſult thee ; thou art fallen, 

So Fate ſevere has will'd it, fallen by me. 
1 therefore have been patient; from another 

Such Language, ſuch Indignity, had fir'd 

My Soul to madneſs. But ſince driven to far, 
I muſt remind thy blind injurious Rage _ 
: Ot our OT Marriage. — 
YPHAX. 
TS Horror oh! = 
8 Blot i it eternal Night! 
Sor ROxISBA. 
Allow me, Sypbax ! 
Hear me but once! If what I here declare 

Shines not with Reaſon, and the cleareſt Truth; 
May I be baſe, deſpis'd, and dumb for ever! 
I pray thee think, when unpropitious Hymen 
Our Hands united, how I ſtood engag'd. 
I need not mention what full gvell thou know it. 
But pray recall, was I not flatter*d? young? 
With blooming Life elate, with the warm Years 
Of Vanity ? ſunk in a Paſſion R 

Which few reſign ? Yet then I married the“, 
Becauſe to (.aribage deem'd a ſtronger Friend ; 

For that alone. On theſe Conditions, lay; -- 
Didſt thou not take me, court me to thy Throne? 
Have I deceiv'd thee ſince? Have I diſſembled? 
To gain one Purpole, e'er pretended what 

I never felt? Thou canſt not ſay I have. 
And if that Principle, which then inſpir'd 
My marrying thee, was right, it cannot no 
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48 SOPHONISBA. 
Be wrong. Nay ſince my native City wants 
Aſſiſtance more, and ſinking calls for Aid, | 


Muſt be more right — 


SyPHax, | 
This Reaſoning i 1s Inſult 3 
807 0813 4. 
I'm forry that thou doſt oblige me to it. 
Then in a word take my full-open'd Soul. 
All Love, but that of Carthage, 1 deſpiſe. 
I formerly to Maſiniſſa thee 
Preferr'd not, nor to thee now Maſiniſſa, 
But Carthage to you both. And if preferring. 
Thouſands to one, a whole collected People, 
All Nature's Tenderneſs, whate'er is ſacred, 
The Liberty the Welfare of a State, 
To one Man's frantic Happineſs, be Shame; 
Here, Syphax, I invoke it on my Head ! 4 
This ſet aſide ; I careleſs of my ſelf, 
And, ſcorning proſperous State, bad ſtill been thine, 
In all the depth of Miſery proudly thine! 
But fince the public Good, the Law ſupreme, 
Forbids it; I will leave thee with a Kingdom, 
The fame I found thee, or not reign my ſelf. 
Alas! I ſee thee hurt—Why cam'ſt thou here, 
Thus to inflame thee more ? 
SYPHARX. 
Why Sorcereſs ? why? 2 
Thou Complication of all deadly Miſchief! 
Thou lying, ſoothing, ſpecious, charming Fury! 
I'll tell thee why To breathe my great Revenge; 
To throw this Load of I. Madnels from me 


Sop HONISBA. 
Ha- 
eee 
| And, ſpringing from thy Heart, 
To , quench me with chy Blood * | 


_ [Phe viſa interpoſes. 


Sor Ho- 
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SOPHONISBA. 
Off, give me e way! 
Pheniſſa; tempt not - thou his brutal Rage. 
Me, me, he dares not murder: if he dares, 
Here let his F ury ſtrike ; for I dare die, 

W holds thy trembling Point? 

PRHOEx Iss A. 

Guards! 

SoPHONYVISBA. 

Seize the king. 

But look you treat r him well, with all the State 
His N demands. . 

SvypHAx. 
| Goodneſs from thee 
Is the work Death.—The Roman Trumpets | — - Ha! 
Now I bethink me, Rome will do me — — 
Les, I ſhall ſee thee walk the Slave of Rome; 
Forget my Wrongs, and glut me with the Sight, 
Be that my beſt Revenge. 

SOPHONTSBA. 


| Inhuman! that, 
If there | 18 Death in Afri ric, ſhall not be. 
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Lei lus. 5 


8 yphax l alas, how fallen ! how chang d Som what 
I here beheld thee once in Pomp, and Splendor ; . 
At that illuſtrious Interview, when Rome 

And Carthage met beneath chis very Roof, 

Their two great Generals, Aſdrubal and Scipio, 

To court thy Friendſhip. Of the ſame — 
Both F partook, and both ror 
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ww. SOPHONTSB A; 
On the ſame Couch: for perſonal Diſtaſte 
And Hatred ſeldom burn between the Brave. 
Then tie ſuperiour Virtues of the Roman _ 
_ Gain*d all thy Heart. Even Aſdrubal himſelf, 
With Adnan ſtruck and juſt Deſpair, 
-  Own'd him as dreadful at 1 ſocial Feaſt 
As in the Battle. This thou may'ſt remember; 
And how thy Faith was given before the Gods, 
And ſworn and ſeal'd to Scipio; yet how falſe 
"Thou fince has. prov*d, I need not now recount : 
But let thy Sufferings for thy Guilt atone, 
The Captive for the King. A Roman Tongue 
Scorns to purſue the Triumph of the Sword, 
With mean Upbraidings. 
| 'SYPHAX. 1 
5 Lelius, tis too true. 
| Curſe on the Cauſe! 
LlLius. 
But where is Maſmiſſa ? 
The brave young Victor, the Numidian Roman! 
Where is he? that my Joy, my glad Applauſe, 
From Envy pure, may hail his 17 State. 
Why that contemptuous Smile ? 
SYPHAX, = 
Too credulous Rin. 
I ſmile to think how that this Majiniſſa, . 
This Rome- devoted Heroe, muſt ſtill more 
Attract thy Praiſes by a late Exploit. 
In every ching ſucceſs ful. 
2 LI us. 
Wlbat is this? 
Theſe -ublic Shout A ſtrange unuſual Joy 
Oer all the captive City blazes wide. 
What wanton Riot reigns to- = a in Cirtba ? 
: Within theſe conquer d Walls? 5 
- A Se 
This, Lelins, is 
— Night of Triumph o'er my Conqueror, 
O''er A _ niſſa. 


LAL1Us. 


SOPHONISBA, 


LAL Ius. 
Maſiniſſa How? 
SYPHAX, 
Why he aht is married to my Queen. 
II tus. 


51 


Impoſible ! — 
SyPHAX. 
Les, ſhe, the F ury! ſhe, 

Who put the nuptial Torch into my hjaand. 
That ſet my Throne, my Palace, and my Kingdom, : 
All in a blaze—ſhe now has feiz'd on him. 
Will turn him ſoon from Rome I know her Power, 

Her Lips diſtil unconquerable Poiſon. 

O glorious Thought! — will ſink this hated Youth, 


Will cruſh him deep, beneath the PE Ruins 
Ot OS Carthage. 


L LIus. 


Can it be? Amazement ! ! 
SyPHAx. 


Nay learn it from himſelf.— He comes Away! 
Le Furies ſnatch me from his Sight! For Hell, 
Its Tortures all are gentle to the Preſence | 
Of a triumphant Rival? 
Leauvs.: 

What Is Man . 


eraseaggeeassgaacss scon 
Mev, Lapis 


MastwISss a. : 


Thou more than Partner of this glorious Day ! 

Which has from Carthage torn her chief Support, 
And tottering left her, I rejoice to ſee thee — 

To Cirtha welcome, Lælius.— Thy brave Legions | 
Now taſte the feet Repoſe by Valour Purchas d: 
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| How, Lelius ? Robbd ! 


52 SOPHONISBA. 
This City pours Refreſhment on their Toils. | 


by order'd Narva 


L LIus. 
Thanks to A4, 111. 


All that is well. I here obſerv'd the King, 
But looſely guarded. True, indeed, from him 


There is not much to fear. The dangerous Spirit, 


Still not unworthy Fear, our matchlets Prize, 


Is his imperious Queen, is Sophoniſba. 
The Pride, the Rage of Carthage live in . 
How! ? where! 18 ſhe? 3 
MasIxISS A. 
„ She, Lelius ? In my care. 
Think not of her, I'll anſwer for her Conduct. 
= . LXELIVus. 


Les, if in chains. Till then, believe me, Prince, 

It were as hopeful anſwering for the Winds, 

That their broad Pinions will not rouze the Deſart; 
Or that the darted Lightning will be harmleſs; 
As promiſe Peace from her. But why fo dark ? 
| You ſhift your Place, your Countenaice grows warm. 
It is not uſual this in Maſiniſſa. 
Pray what Offence can aſking for the Queen, 

The Roman W give? 


Mas INISS A. 
Lalius, no more. 


You know my Marriage.— Syphax has been buly — . 


It is unkind to dally wich my Paſſion. 
LæLIus. 


15 Maſi viſa! was it then for this. 5 
Thy Hurry hither from the recent Battle? 
Is the firſt Inſtance of the Roman Bounty 
Thus, thus abus'd? They give thee back thy | 


Kingdom ; EL 


And in return are of chels Captive robb'd ; 
| Of all re. valued, Sophoniſba.— . ag 


MasiNn1584. 


Robb'd ! 


LXLIVs. 


SOPHONISBA 33 
LX LIVus. 
Yes, Mafiniſſa, robbꝰ d. 
What is it elle ? But I, this very Night, 
Will here aſſert the Majeſty of Rome; 
And, mark me, tear her from the nuptial Bed. 
MAS IN Iss 4A. 
Oh Gods! oh Patience! As ſoon, fiery Roman ! 
As ſoon thy Rage might from her azure Sphere 
Tear yonder Moon. — The Man who ſeizes her, 
Shall ſet his foot firſt on my bleeding Heart. 
Of that be ſure. And is it thus ye treat 
Your firm Alles? Thus Kings in Friendſhip with you * 8 
Of human Patſions ſtrip them? ? — Slaves indeed! 
If thus deny'd the common Privilege 
Of Nature, what the weakeſt Creatures claim, 
A Right to what they love. 
LLIVus. 


Out! out! e For ſhame 1 


This Paſſion makes thee blind. Here is 3 , 
Which deſolates the Nations, has almoſt 
Laid waſte the World. How many Widows, Orphans, 
And love-lorn Virgins pine for it in Rome ! 
Even her great Senate droops ; her Nobles fail; 
Her Circus ſhrinks; her every Luſtre thins, 
Nature herſelf, by frequent Prodigies, 
Seems at this havock of her Works to ſicken: 
And our Auſonian Plains are now become 
A Horror to the Sight: At each fad Step, _ 
Remembrance weeps. Yet her, the greateſt Prize 
It hitherto has yielded; her, whoſe Charms 5 
Are only turn'd to whet its cruel Point; 
thou to thy wedded Breaſt haſt taken her: i 
Haſt purchas'd thee her Beauties by a Sea 
Of thy Protector's Blood; and on a Throne 8 
Set her, this day recover'd by their Arms. 
Canſt thou thy ſelf, thou, think of it wick patience ? ? 
Nor to a Roman mention King, A Roman _ 
Would ſcorn to be a King. The Roman People 
Took liberty from out the very Dur.” -- 
And for — Ages urg'd it to the Skies, 


The 


3% SOPHONISBA: 
The Dread of Kings! 
"Magn 158A. 
Be not ſo haughty, Lalius. 
It ſcarce becomes the gentle Scipio's Friend; 
Suits not thy wonted Eaſe, the tender Manners 
I ftill have mark*d in thee. I honour Rome; 
But honour too my ſelf, my Vows, my Queen: 
Nor will, nor can, I tamely hear thee threaten 
To ſize her like a Slave. 
Lilies, 
I Vill be calm. 
8 This thy raſh Deed, this unexpected « Shock, 
Such a peculiar. Injury 8 
Thy Friend and Fellow. Soldier, has perhaps 
5 Snatch d me too far. For haſt thou not diſhonour' d 1 
By this laſt Action, a ſucceſsful War? 
Our common Charge, entruſted us by Scipio. 
Mas INISsaJ.l 
Ay, there! it is. Has not thy vain Ambition, 
(Oh where is F Friendſhip!) plan'd her for thy Triumph? 
To think on't, Death! to think it is Diſhonour. 
At ſuch a ſight, the Warriour's Eye might wet 
His burning Cheek; and all the Roman Matrons, 
Who line, the laurePd Way, aſham'd, and ſad, 
Turn from a Captive brighter than themſelves. 
But Scipio will be milder. 
Hann 
. 
This thy Surmiſe, and give it up to Scipio. 
Thoſe Paſſions are not comely.—Here to-morrow 
Comes the Proconſul. Mean time, Maſiniſſa, 
Ah harden not thy ſelf in flattering Hope 
Scipio is mild, bur ſteady, —Ha! the Queen. 
I think ſhe hates a Roman—— and will leave thee. 


SCENE 


SOPHONISBA &p 


EE 2 8 Sescdd 8e s 


SOPHON (ISBA,! MasixIss A. 


Sor hon ISBA. 
Was not that Roman Lelius, as I enter 'd, 
Who | ng gloomy hence? 
Mime, 
Madam, the ſame. 
SoPHONISBA. 
Unhappy Afric ! ſince theſe haughty Romans 
Have in this lordly manner trod thy Courts, | 
I read his freſh Reproaches in thy Face; 
The leſſon'd Pupil in thy fallen Look, _ 
In that forc d Smile which ſickens on chy Cheek, 
MAsSINISS A. 
Oh ſay not 5 thou Rapture of my Soul! 
For while I ſee thee, meditate thy Charms, 
I ſmile as cordial as the Sun in May; 
Deep from the Heart, in every Senſe of Joy 
8 fondly ſmile. 1 
Sor hOx 18B A. 
Nay, tell me, 1 niſſa; 

How feels their Tyranny, when tis brought home ? 
When, lawleſs grown, it touches what is dear? 
Pomp for a while may dazle thoughtleſs Man, 

_ Falſe Glory blind him; bur there is a Time, 
When ev'n the Slave in Heart will ſpurn his Chains, 


Nor Know Submiſſion more.—— What ſaid his Pride? 5 


 Masinissa. 
1 Diſappointment for a Moment only | 
N Burſt | in vain Paſſion, and 
hs SopnonteBA. 


Lou ſtood abaſh'd; 2 
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56 SOPHONISBA. 
You bore his Threats, and tamely-ſilent heard him, 
Heard the fierce Roman mark me for his Triumph. 
Oh bitter! 
; MaAsLxISSA. 
Baniſh that unkind Suſpicion. 
The Thought enflam'd my Soul. I vow'd my Life, 
My laſt Maſſylian to the Sword, ere he 
Shou'd touch thy F reedom with the leaſt Diſhonour. 
But that from Scipio 
80 t 18B A. 
. Scipio! 
 MasinissA. 
That from him 
Sor HowIsB A. 
1 tell thee, Maſiniſſa, if from him 
I gain my Freedom, from my ſelf conceal it. 
© ſal diſdain ſuch Freedom. 
| MaAsINISS A. 
SGosypboniſba! 
Thou all my Heart holds precious | doubt no more. 
Nor Rome, nor Scipio, nor a World combin'd 
Shall tear thee from me; J till outſtreteh'd 1 he, 
A nameleſs Wretch. NE 
© SopyonisBA., = 
If thy Protection fails, 
of this at leaſt be ſure, be very ſure, 
To give me timely Death. 
MAsINISSA. 
Ceaſe thus to talk, 
| Of Death of Romans, of unkind A 
My ſofter Thoughts thoſe rugged Themes refule, 
Can turn alone to Love.——AIl, all, but thee, 
All Nature is a paſling Dream to me, 
Fix'd in my View, thou doſt for ever te: 
Thy Form forth-beaming from the Soul divine. 
A Spirit thine, which Mortals might adore ; 


Deſpiſing Love, and thence creating .more. 


Thou the high Paſſions, I the tender prove; 
Thy Heart was form'd for Glory, mine for Love. 
The End of the Fourth Atl. _ - - 
AC 


SOPHONISBA 57 


ä =D 5); 
We <= DW; WF ©)! BD). 


ACT v. $CE NE 1. 


 MAsINI8S4, NaRva. 


| MasixISS A. 
AIL to the joyous Day ! With purple Clouds, 


The whole Horizon glows. "THe breezy . 


Spring 
Stands looſely-foating on the Mountain-top, ? 


And deals her Sweets around. The Sun too ſeems, 


As conſcious of my Joy, with brighter Eye 
To lock abroad the World; and all Things ſmile 
Like Sophoniſba. Love and Friendſhip 8 
Have mark'd this Day from out their choiceſt Stores; 
For Beauty rais'd by Dignity and Virtue, 
With all the Graces all the Loves embelliſh'd; 
Oh Sophoniſba” s mine! and Scipio comes! _ 
„ 
My Lord, the Trumpers ſpeak his near Approach. 
 MEASINISSA, 


I want his ſecret Audience— -Leave us, Norua, 


Dee e ee ee eee ee eee i 


SCENE II. 


Scirio, Masixiss, 


N 
| Scipio more welcome than my Tongue can peak!“ 
Oh greatly, dearly welcome! . 
= ScipIO. 
Maſiniſſa / x 
-A happy 5 fiend, 
W ich 


o ” 


My Heart beats back thy Joy. 
* 17 
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58 SO PHONIS BA. 


With Laurel green, with Conqueſt crown'd, and Glory; 


Rais'd by his Prudenee, Fortitude, and Valour, 
 Ofcr all his Foes; and on his native Throne, 
Amidſt his reſcu'd ſhouting Subjects, ſet : 
Say, can the Gods in laviſh Bounty give 
A Sight more pleaſing : 3 
MASINISSA. 

My great Friend! and Patron 
It was thy timely thy reſtoring Arm, 
That brought me from the fearful Beſart Life „ 
To live again in State, and purple Splendor. 
And now 1 wield the Sceptre of my Fathers, 
See my dear People from the Tyrant's Scourge, 
From Syphax freed; I hear their glad Applautes; ; 
And, to compleat my Happineſs, have gain'd 
A Friend worth all. O Gratitude, Eſteem, 
And love like mine, with what divine Delight 


— Te fill the Eeart ! 


Scir 10. 
Heroic Youth | thy Vir tue 
Has earn'd hate er thy Fortune can beſtow. 

It was thy Paticnce, Meafiniſſa, Patience, 
A Champion clad in Steel, that in the waſte 
Attended {till thy Step, and ſav'd my Friend 
For better Days. What cannot Patience do ? 

A great Deſign is ſeldom ſnatch' d at once; 

'Tis Patience heaves it on. From favage Nature, 
Tis Patience that has built up human Life, | 
The Nurſe of Arts! and Rome exalts her Head 
An everlaſting Monument of Patience, 

: MaAsSINISS A. 
f I have that, or any Virtue, Scipio, 

Tis copy 'd all from thee. 

SciP10. | 
No Maſiniſſa. 

'Tis all unborrow'd, the . Growth 
Of Nature in thy Breaſt, -Friendſhip for once 
| Muſt, tho' thou bluſheſt, wear a liberal Tongue; 
Muſt tell thee, noble Youth, that long Experience, 


SOPHONISBA 59 


In Councils, Battles, many a hard Event, 
Has found thee ſtill fo conſtant, fo ſincere, 
So wiſe, ſo brave, ſo generous, ſo humane, 

So well attemper'd, and fo fitly turn'd 

For what is either great or good in Life, 
As caſts diſtinguiſh'd Honour on thy Country; 
And cannot but endear thee to the Os, 
For me, I think my Labours all repaid, 

My Wars in Afric. Mafiniſſa's Friendſhip 


Smiles at my Soul. Be that my deareſt Triumph, 5 
To have aſſiſted thy forlorn Eſtate, | 


And lent a happy Hand in raiſing thee 
To thy paternal Throne, uſurp'd by Syphax. _ 
The greateſt Service could be done my Country, 
Diſtracted Afric, and Mankind in general, 
Was aiding ſure thy Cauſe. To put the Power, 
5 8 public Power, into the good Man's hand, 
Is giving Plenty, Life, and Joy to Millions. 


But has my Friend, ſince late we parted Armies; 


Since he with Lælius acted ſuch a brave, 
Auſpicious Part agaipſt the common Foe; _ 
Has he been blameleſs quite ? has he conſider? d; 
How Pleaſure often on the youthful Heart, 
Beneath the roſy ſoft Diſguiſe of Love; 


| (All Sweetneſs, Smiles, and ſeeming Innocence) 


| Steals unperceiv'd, and lays the Victor low? 
I évould not, cannot, put thee to the pain 
9 It pains me deeper - 
Let thy too faithful Memory ſupply 
The reſt. aa, 
3 Thy Silence, that ecken Look, 
| That honeſt Colour unn oer tay Cheek, 
Impart * better Soul. 
MasIx 188 A. 
| Oh my good Lord! 
Ka + Scipio! Love has ſeiz'd me, tyrant Love 
Inthralls my Soul. I am undone by Love! 
4. e eie. 
And art thou then to Ruin retoncil'd? 
Tam' d to Deſtruction ? Wilt thou be undone; ? 
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Soft, let me think a Moment 
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bo S O0 PHONIS B A. 


Reſign the towering Thought? the vaſt Deſign, 
With future Glories big? the Warriour's Wreathe? 
'The glittering Files ? the Trumpets ſprightly Clang ? 
The Praiſe of Senates? an applauding World ? 

The Patriot's Statue, and the Heroes Triumph? 

All for a Sigh ? all for a ſoft Embrace? 


For a gay tranſient Fancy, Maſiniſſa? 


Forſhame, my Friend ! for Honour's ſake, for Glory | T 


Sit not with folded Arms, deſpairing, weak, 


And careleſs all, till e Ruin comes: 


Like a ſick Virgin ſighing to the Gale, 
Onconquerable Love! ET 


MasINISS A. 
How chang?d indeed ! 1 


The Time has been, when, fir d from Scipio's Tongue, 


My Soul had mounted in a flame with his. 
Where is Ambition flown ? Hopeleſs Attempt 1 


Can Love like mine be quell'd? Can I forget 
What ſtill poſſeſſes, charms my Thoughts for ever? 


Throw ſcornful from me what I hold moſt dear ? 

Not feel the Force of Excellence ? To Joy 

Be dead ? And undelighted with Delight ? 

no no! no! 

I am unequal to thy Virtue, Scipio! E 
Scipio. 


pie, Maß niſa, fie! By Heavens! I bluſh 


At thy Dejection, this degenerate Language. 
What! periſh fora Woman ! Ruin all, 


All the fair Deeds which an admiring World 
Hopes from thy riſing Day; only to looth _ 


A ſtubborn Fancy, a Juxurious Will? 


How muſt it, think you, ſound in future Story ? 
Young Mefniſſa vas a virtuous Prince, 


And Afric ſmil'd beneath his carly Ray; 
But that a Carthaginian Captive came, 


By whom untimely in the common Fate 


Of Love he fell. The Wiſe will ſcorn the Page. 


And all thy Praiſe be ſome fond Maid exclaiming, 
Where are thoſe Lovers now ? 


O rather, rather, 
Had I ne'er (cen the vital Light of Heaven, 


Than 


SOPHOMNTSRA 51 


Than like the Vulgar live, and like them die 
Ambition lickens at the very Thought. 
To puff, and buſtle here from day to day, 
Loſt 1 in the Paſſions of inglorious Lite, 
Joys which the careleſs Brutes poſſeſs above us. 
And when ſome Years, each duller than another, 
Are thus elaps'd, in nauſeous Pangs to die; 
And paſs away, like thoſe forgotten Things, 
That ſoon become as they had never been. 
MAsINISSA. 
And am 1 dead to this? 
Scipio. 
The Gods, young Man, 
Who train up Heroes in Misfortune's School, 
Have ſhook thee with Adverſity, with each 
Iluftrious Evil, that can raiſe, expand, 
And fortity the Mind. Thy rooted Worth : 
Has ftood theſe wintry Blaſts, Sen ſtronger by 
„  - " 
Shall then in proſperous Times, while all! 18 mild, 
All vernal, fair; and Glory blows around thee; 
Shall then the dead Serene of Pleaſure come, 
And lay thy faded Honours in the Dult ? 
MASINISS A. | 
O gentle Scipio / ſpare me, ſpare my Weakneſs, 
Scipio. 
Remember Hannibal A ſignal Proof, 
A freſh Example of deſtructive Pleafure. 
He was the Dread of Nations, once of Rome / 
When from Hellona's Boſom, nurs'd in Camps. 
And hard with Toil, he down the roger 451 
Ruſh'd in a Torrent over Bay; 
Unconquer'd, till the looſe Delights of Capra 
Sunk his victorious Arm, his Genius broke, 
Perfum'd, and made a Lover of the Heroe. 
And now he droops in Bruttium, fear'd no more, 
Sinks on our Borders like a ſcatter'd Storm. 
Remember him ; and yet reſume By 1881 
Ere it is quite cifſoly'd, 


E . Mas1N Iss. 


.  — 


62 SOPHONISBA. 
M As1N1SSA. 

Shall Scipio ſtoop, 

Thus to regard, to teach me Wiſdom thus; 


And yet a ſtupid Anguiſh at my Heart 
Repel whate'er he ſays ? 


- But why, my Lord, 


Why ſhould we kill the beſt of Paſſions, Love ? 


It aids the Heroe, bids Ambition riſe, 
Turns us to pleaſe, inſpires immortal Deeds, 


Even ſoftens Brutes, and makes the Good more good. 


Sete 0. 
There 5 is a holy Tenderneſs indeed, 
A nameleſs Sympathy, a Fountain- love; 


Branch'd infinite from Parents to their Children, 
From Child to Child, from Kindred on to Kindred, 


In various Streams, from Citizen to Citizen, 


From Friend to Friend, from Man to Man in general; 
That binds, ſupports, and ſweetens human Life. 


But is thy Paſſion ſuch *!— — Liſt, Ma,. nijſa, 
While I the hardeſt Office of a Friend | 
| Diſcharge; and with a neceſſary Hand, 
A Hand tho? harſh at preſent really tender, | 
I paint this Paſſion. And if then thou ſtill 


Art bent to ſooth it, I muſt ſighing leave thee, 


To what the Gods think fit. 
 Masinissa. 
_ >: 03 Never. Scipio! 
Or never leave me to my ſelf ! Speak on. 
I dread, and yet deſire thy friendly Hand. 
Sci io. 
hope! chat Maſiniſſa need not now _ 
Be told, how much his Happineſs is mine; 
With what a warm Benevolence Pd ſpring 
To raiſe, confirm it, to prevent his Wiſhes. 
© Luxury to think But while he r rages, 
Burns in a Fever, ſhall [ let him quait 


= Delicious Poiſon for a cooling Draught, 


In fookſh Pity to his Thirſt ? ſhall 1 
Let a ſwift Flame conſume him as he ſleeps, 
| Becauſe his Dreams are gay? ſhall I indulge 

A 3 flaſh? d from an infectious Eye ? 
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A ſudden Impulſe unapprov'd by Reaſon? 
Nay by thy cool deliberate Thought condemn'd * 
Refolv d againſt ?——A Paſſion for a Woman, 
Who has abus'd thee baſely ? left thy Youth, 
Thy Love as ſweet as tender as the Spring, 
Te blooming Heroe for the hoary Tyrant? 
And now who makes thy ſheltering Arms alone 
Her laſt Retreat, to fave her from the Vengeance, 
Which even her very Pertidy to thee 
Has brought upon her Head ?- Nor is this all.— 
A Woman who will ply her deepeſt Arts, 
( Ah too prevalling, as appears already) 
Will never reſt, till Syphax”* Fate is thine ; 
Till Friendſhip weeping flies; we join no more 
In glorious Deeds, and thou fall off from Rome ? 
1 too could add, that there is ſomething mean 
Inhuman in thy Paſſion. Does not Syphax, © 
While thou rejoiceſt, die? The generous Heart 
Should ſcorn a Pleaſure which gives others Pain 
If this, my Friend, all this conſider'd deep, 
Alarm thee not, not rouze thy Reſolution, 


And call the Heroe from his wanton Slumber, 
Then , 8 loſt. 


Masix Issa. 
Oh, I am pierc'd! 

In every Thought am Piero 'Tis all too true. 
I wiſh I could refuſe | It. Whither, whither, _ 
Thro' what inchanted Wilds have I been wandering ? ? 
They ſcem'd Ehſium, the delightful Plains, 
The happy Groves of Heroes and of Lovers : 

But the Divinity that breathes in thee _ 
Has broke the Charm, and I am ina Deſart ; 
Far from the Land of Peace. It was but lately 
That a pure joyous Calm oferſpread my Soul, 

And Reaſon tun'd my Paſſions into Bliſs; 

When Love came hurrying in, and with raſh Hand, 

Mix'd them delirious, till thcy now terment 
Jo Mrery,————There is no reaſoning down 
This deep, deep Anguiſh! this continual Pang! 


A thouſand things! whene'er my raptur'd Thought 
ns 4 Runs 
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Runs back a little. —But I will not think. 
And yet I muſt——Oh Gods! that 1 could loſe 
What a fond few Hours Memory has grav'd 
On Adamant. 


Scipio. 

But one ſtrong Effort more, 
And the fair Field is thine A Conqueſt far 
Excelling that o'er Syphax. W hat remains, 
Since now thy Madneſs to thy ſelf appears, 
Bur an immediate n manly Retolution, 
To ſhake ot this effeminate Diſeaſe ; 
Theſe ſoft Ideas, which ſeduce thy Soul, 
Make it al! idle, unaipiring, weak, 
A Scene of Dreams to pull then to the Winde, 
And be my former Friend, chy ſelf again? 
I joy to find thee touch d by 2.nerous Motives j 
And that I need not bid the recolle, 
Whole awful Property chou hat! uſurp 5; 
Need not aſſure thee, that the Romy: i *ople, 

The Senators of Roe, will never ſuffer 
A dangerous Woman, their devoted Foe, 

A Woman, whoſe irrefragable Spirit 
Has in great part ſuſtain” I this bloody War, 
Whoſe Charms corrupted Syphax from their ſide, 
And fir'd embaitled Na tions into rage; 
Will never ſuffer her, when gain'd ſo dear, 
To ruin thee too, taint tay faithful Breaſt, 
And kindle future War. No, Fate it ſelf 
Is not more ſteady to the Right than they. 
And, where the public Good but ſeems concern'd, 
No Motive their impenetrable Hearts, 

Nor Fear nor it endernels, can touch: ſuch is 

The s Spirit, t nat has rais * In peril Rome. 
Mas sINISs 4A. 
Ah killing Truth! But! have promis'd, Scipio! 
Have ſworn to fave her from the Roman Power, 
My plighted Faith is paſe'd, my Hand is given. 
And, by the conſcious Gods]! who marked my Vows, 
The whole united World ſhall never have her. 
For I will die a thouſand thouland Deaths, = 


With 
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Wich all Maſſylia in one Field expire; 
Fre to the loweſt Wretch, much more to her 
love, to Sophoniſba, to my Queen, 
1 violate my Word. 
Sci p10. 
My Heart approves 
Thy Reſolution, thy determin'd Honour. 
For ever ſacred be thy Word, and Oath, 
Virtue by Virtue will alone be cler d,. 
And ſcorns the crooked Methods of Diſhonour. 
But, thus divided, how to keep thy Faith 
At once to Rome and Sophoniſta ; how --.- 
Jo fave her from our Chains, and yet thyſelf 
From greater Bondage ; this thy ſecret Thought 
Can beſt inform thee. 
M as1NI5SA. 


Agony Diſtraction! 


Theſe wilful Tears! — O look not on me, Scipio! } 
For Em a Child again. 


SCIPIO. 8 
Thy Tears are no Reproach. 
Tears oft look eracekil on the manly Cheek. 
The Cruel cannot weep. Even Friendſhip's Eyc 
Gives thee the Drop it would refuſe itſelf. 
[ know 'tis hard, wounds every bleeding Nerve 
About thy Heart, thus to tear off thy Paſſion. 
But for that very Reaſon, Maſiniſſa, 
*Tis hop'd from thee. The harder, thence relulrs 
Ihe greater Glory. — Why ſhould we pretend 
To conquer, rule Mankind, be firſt in Power, 
In great Aſſemblies, Honour, Place, and Pleaſure, 
ile Slaves at heart? while by fantaſtick Turns 
Our frantic Paſſions rage? The very Thought 
Should turn our Pomp to Shame, our Sweet to Bitte 
nd, when the Shouts of Millions meet our Han. 
WW hiſper Reproach. O ye celeſtial Powers! 
What is it, in a Torrent of Succeſs, -- 
To bear down Nations, and o'erow the World? 
All your peculiar Favour. Real Glory _ 
Springs from the ſilent Conqueſt of aurſelves ; 


Ang 


I 


66 SOPHONISBA. 
And without that the Conqueror is nought 
Save the firſt Slave. Then rouze thee, Maſi _ 
Nor in one Weakneſs all thy Virtues loſe ; 
And oh beware of long, of vain Repentance ! 5 


| MasIN ISSA. 
Well! ! well ! no more. It 1s but dying too! 
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SCIPIO alone. 


1 with I have not urg'd the Truth to rigour! 
There is a Time when Virtue grows ſevere, 
Too much for Nature, and even almoſt cruel. 
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SCENE lv. 
Scipio, L=Liivs. 


Sor io. 
Poor Maſiniſſa, Lælius, is undone; 
Betwixt his Paſſion and his Reaſon toſt 
In miſerable Conflict, 
LAL Ius. 
Entering, Scipio, 
He ſhot athwart me, nor vouchſat 'd one Look. 
Hung on his clouded Brow I mark'd Def pair, 
And his Eye glaring with ſome dire Reſolve. 
Faſt o'er his Cheek too ran the haſty Tear. 
le were great pity that he ſhould be loſt ! 
SC1P10.- 
By Heavens ! to loſe him were a ſhock, as if 


1 loſt thee, Lælius, loſt my deareſt Brother, 
Pound 


S FP HUTNTISB-A; 67 
Bound up in Friendſhip from our infant Years. 
A thouſand lovely Qualities endear him, 
Only too warm of Heart. 
LI tus. 
What ſhall be done? 
SCIPIO. 
Here let it reſt, till Time abates his Paſſion. 
Nature is Nature, Lælius, let the Wife 
Say what they pleaſe. But now perhaps he dies. 
_ Haſte! haſte! and give him Hope -] have not time 
To tell thee what. — Thy Prudence will direct —- 
Whatever is conſiſtent with my Honour, 
My Duty to the Publick, and my Friendſhip 
To him himſelf, fay, promiſe, ſhall be done. 
T hope returning Reaſon will e | 
Our farther Care. 
- I THT 
I fly with Joy. 
Soi fo. 
1 His Life 
1 Not only. fave, but Sophoniſha s too: 
For both 1 fear are in this Paſſion mixt. 


LAL1US. 
It ſhall be done. 
29 6555 870 3729 655 EC 505 22 NE 
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Selr 10 alone. 


If Friendſhip pierces cus, 
When Love pours in his added Violence. 
What are e the Pangs which Maſs "a feels ! 


N 


Madam, theſe Fears 
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SCENE VI. 


SOPHONISBA, PHOENISSA. 


| SOPHONTSBA. 
Yes, Maſi niſſe loves me—Heavens! how fond! 
But yet I know not what hangs on my Spirit, 
A diſmal Boding ; for this fatal Scipio, 
I dread his Virtues, this prevailing Roman, 
Even now perhaps deludes the generous King, 


Fires his Ambition with miſtaken Glory, 
Demands me from him; for full well bs knows, 


That, while Ilive, 1 mult: intend their Ruin. 
Pnorvlss a. 


ene ISBA., 
And yet it cannot be. 
Can ge whom even hoſtile Fame proclaims 
Of perfect Honour, and of poliſh'd Manners, 


Smooth, artful, winning, moderate, and wile, 


Make ſuch a wild Demand? Or, if he could, 


Can Maſiniſſa grant it? give his Queen, 
Whom Love and Honour bind him to protect, 
Yield her a Captive to triumphant Rome 


*Tis Baſeneſs to Anek, it; 'tis inhuman, 


What then remains? — e 8 ſhould re- 
ſolve 


By Right of War to "= me for their Prize. 


Ay, there it kills! — What can his ſingle Arm, 


_ Againſt the Roman Power? that very Power 


By which he ſtands reftor'd ? Diſtracting Thought 
Still o'er my Head the Red of Bondage hangs. 
Shame on my Weakneſs! —— This poor catching Hope, 


This tranſient Tatte of Joy, will only more 


Imbi itter Death. 
N Po- 
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PanozNISSA. 


A Moment will decide. 
Madam, til then— 


SOPHONISBA, _ 

| Would I had dy d before 
And am ! dreaming here ? Here ra the Romans, 
Beſeeching J may hve to ſwell their Triumph? 
When my free Spirit ſhould ere now have join'd 
That great Aſſembly, thoſe devoted Shades, 
Who Teorn'd to live till Liberty was loſt, 
But ere their Country fell, abhorr'd the Light. 


Whence this pale Slave? he trembles with his Meſ- 
ſage. 5 
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SCENE vn 


SorHOox ISB A, Puorxissa; and to them a SLAVE, 
_ with a Letter and Poiſon from MASINISSA, 


PE  SLave kneeling. 3 
This, Madam, from tlie King, and this. 
3 dene. | 
ZZ Ha —Sa 
(Reals the Letter. +. 

| Rejoice, Phoniſa! Give me Joy, my Friend! 

For here is Liberty! My Fears are Air! 
The Hand of Rome can never touch me more! 

Hail! Pere Freedom, hail! 


„ PHOENISSA.. 


Ah what is this ? 
- ( Pointing fo the Priſon.) 


SOPHONISBA. 


The firſt of Bl: fling gs, Death. 85 


| ; ' ProtxI554. | 
Alas! alas! can 1 rejoice in that? 


Sop Ho- 
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How? what! ? my Queen? 


70 S OPHONIS BA. 
Du SOP HONISBA, 

Shife not thy Colour at the Sound of Death , 

For Death appears not ina dreary Light, 
Seems not a Blank to me; a loſing all 
Thoſe fond Senſations, thoſe enchanting Dreams, 
Which cheat a toiling World from day to day, 
And form the whole of Happineſs they know. 
It is to me Perfection, Glory, Triumph. 
Nay fondly would I chuſe it, tho' perſuaded 
It were a long dark Night without a Morning, 
To Bondage far prefer it ! ſince it is 
Deliverance from a World where Romans rule, 
Where Violence prevails — And timely too — 
Before my Country falls; before feel 
As many Stripes, as many Chains, and Deaths, 
As there are Lives in Carthage. Glorious Charter 
By which I hold immortal Life and Freedom, 
Come, let me read thee once again. And then, 


To * great Purpoſe. 
[Reads the Letter aloud. 


MsIxISS4 to his i 


The Gods know with what Pleaſure 7 would have | 
kept my Faith to Sophoniſba in another manner. But 


fence this fatal Bocel can alone deliver thee from the 


Romans: call to mind thy Father, thy Country, , that 
thou haſt been the Wife of two Rings; and ac up to 
the Difates * thy own Heart. I will not long ſurvive 


+ 


. Oh. "tis wondrous well! 

| Ye Gods of Death! who rule the Stygian Gloom, 

Ye who have greatly dy'd! I come] I come! 

I die contented, ſince 1 die a Queen 

By Rome untouch'd, unſullied by their Power; 

So much their Terror that I muſt not live. 
And thou, go tell the King, if this is all 

The nuprial Preſent he can ſend his Bride, 

I thank him for it — But that Death had worn 


An 
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An eaſier Face before I truſted him. 

His Poiſon, tell him too, he might have ſpar'd, 
Theſe Times may want it for himſelf ; and I 

Live not of ſuch a Cordial unprovided. 

Add, hither had he come, I could have taught 
Him how to die. —1 linger not, remember, 

I ſtand not ſhivering on the Brink of Life; 5 
And, but theſe votive Drops, which grateful thus 


[Taking them from the 59m fon. 
"2 Jove the hich Deliverer I ſhed, 


Aſſure him that I drank it, drank 1 it all, 
With an unalter'd Smile. Away. 
[Drinks 


J C E N E : VIIL 


SOPHONISBA, PnorxrssA. 


Sor RoxIsbA. 


My Friend! 

In Tour,” my Friend | Diſhonour not my Death 
With womaniſh Complaints. Weep not for me, 
Weep for thyſelf,  Pheniſſa, for thy Country, 

But not for me. There is a certain Hour, 
Which one would wiſh all undiſturb'd and bright, 
No Care, no Sorrow, no dejected Paſſions, 

And that is when we die; when hence we go, 

Ne'er to be feen again; then let us ſpread 
A bold exalted Wing, and the laſt Voice 

We hear be that of Wonder and Applauſe. 
P PHOENISSA, 
W ho with the Patriot wiſhes not to die! 
| SopHON TS BA. 
And is the ſacred Moment then fo near ? 


The Moment, when yon Sun, thoſe. Heavens, this 
Earth 


 Harefal 


72 SOPHONISBA. 
Hateful to me, polluted by the Romans, 
And all the buſy laviſh Race of Men, 
Shall ſink at once; and ſtrait another State, 
| New Scenes, new Joys, new Faculties, new Wonders, 
| Riſe on a ſudden Lund. but this the Gods ; 
In Clouds and Horror wrap, or none would live! 
How liberal is Death !—Methinks; I ſeem 
To touch the happy Shore.—Behind me frowns 
A ſtormy Sea, with toſſing Mortals thick; 
While, unconfin'd and green, before me fi | 
The Land of Bliſs, and everlaſting Freedom : 
Where walk the mighty Dead ; all of one mind, 
One blooming Smile, one Language, and one e 
Oh to be there! — my Breaſt begins to burn; 
My tainted Heart grows fick.—Ah me! Pheniſſa, 
How many Virgins, Infants, tender Wretches, 
Muſt feel theſe Pangs, ere Car/bage is no more ! 
Soft — lead me to my Couch — M y ſhivering 
Lambs, © 
Do this laſt Office, and then reſt for ever. 
1 pray thee weep not, pierce me not with Groans. 
be Ling too here !—Nay then my Death is full! g 
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SCENE . 


Sor non !lsna, PHOENISSA, Mastvissa, 
Larius, Nazva. 1 


Nati 


Has Sophoniſha dratk'this curſed Bow! ? 
Oh Fer Horror! What a Sight is here! 
Fo Sor HowisB A. my 
Had I not drank, Mafi 1 then, 
I had defery' r 
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Mas IN ISS 4. 
Exquiſite Diſtreſs! 
Oh bitter, bitter Fate 1 And this laſt DIO. 
n my Woe. 


So PHON ISB A. 


When will thek Ears be deaf, 


T0 Miſery? 8 Complaint.” ? Theſe Eyes be blind, 
To Miſchief wrought by Rome ? 
MA SIN1SS A. 
Too ſoon ! too {hon ! ; Po 
Ah why & haſty | ? But a little while, ER 
Hadſt hoy delay*d this horrid Draught; I then 
Had been as happy, as I now am wretched | 
SOPHON 1SBA, 
What means this Talk of Hope: ? of cowarc rd chalga? 
MASINISS A. 


1 What have 1 done? Oh Heavens! 1 cannot think 


Without Diſtraction, Hell, and burning Anguiſh, 

On my raſh Deed! — Rut, while I talk, the. dies L . 
And how ? what ? where am 1 then? - — 8. canſt 
e 
Forgive mes Sophaniſha: es. 

 SOPHON48BA. 
| Yes, and more, 

More than forgive thee, thank thee, Maſiniſſa. 


Hadſt thou been weak, and dally d witch my Fr ree· 


dom, 
Til by proud Rome end 4 that Iojury | 
T1 -never- had torgiven, 

n 
l came with Liſe! 
Lelins and I from Scipio haſted hither ; 
But Death was here before us — this vile Poilon ! E 
Ha  SopHONISBA. = 

Bo With Life! 1 Lanka was ſome merit in the Poiſon ; ; 
But this deſtroys it all. And couldſt thou think 
Me mean enough to. take it? Oh Pho niſſa, 
This mortal Toil is almoſt at an end. 
Receive my parting Soul, 


* F = "PHOENTSCX" 


— — — 


3 


: But with the Furies join d, my frantic Ghoſt 


8 O0 PHONIS B A. 
PrHoENISSA. 
Alas, my Queen! 
 Masmni8a, © | | 
Dies! dies! and ſcorns me! — — Mercy! Sopboniſt I 
Grant one forgiving Look, while yet thou canſt ; 
Or Death it felt, the Grave cannot relieve me : 


Will howl for ever. —Quivering ! and palct 
Have I done this? 


SopHONISBA. 


Come nearer, af niſe— 
Our! ſtubborn Nature | — 


MasINISSA. | 

Miſery ! theſe Panos 
To me transferr'd were Eaſe. A Moment only! 
An agonizing Moment! while I have 

5 An Age of chings to ſay! 

SorHONISB 4A. 

We, but for Rome, 

Mig ght have been happy—Rouſe thee now, my Soul ! 
The cold Deliverer comes. Be mild to a — 

In my ſurviving Friend behold me ſtill! - 


Farewell! — 'Tis done.— 0 never, never, Carthage, 
Shall I behold thee more t; 


: Dias) 
1 15 
Dead! dead! oh dead 
: Is cham no » Death for me? 
 [Snatches Lelius's Sword to fab din el. 
Lais. | 
Hold, Maſiniſſa ! 
| Mus ies A. 1 | 
And wouldſt thou make a Coward of me, Lala 2 
Have me ſurvive that murder d Excellence? 
Did ſhe not ſtir? Ha! Who has ſhock'd my Brain : 
It whirls, it blazes. Vas it thou, old Man : 7 | 
2 T5 For oe 
Alas! alas! — —good. Maſiniſſa, ſoftly ! 
Let me conduct thee to Pf Couch, 


Mast- 


in! 


481• 


SOPHONISBA, 


MasINISS4. 
The Grave 


Were welcome. But ye cannot make me live! 
Oppreſs'd with Life! — Off! — Croud not thus a- 


round me! 


For I will hear, ſee, think no more! Thou Sun, | 
Keep up thy hated Beams! And all I want 


Of thee, kind Earth, is an immediate Grave! 


Ay, there ſhe lies! — Why to that pallid Sweetneſs 


Can not J, Nature! lay my Lips, and die! 
[Throws ney 2 0 ver. 


LAL1US. 
See ers the Ruins of the noble Mind, 


When from calm Reaſon Paſſion tears the Sway. 
What pity ſhe ſhould periſh Cruel War, 
*Tis not the leaſt Mistortune in thy Train, 


That oft by thee the Brave deſtroy the Brave. 


She had a Roman Soul; for every one 
Who loves, like her, his Country is a Roman. 
Whether on Afric's ſandy Plains he glows, 
Or lives untam'd among Riphæan Snows; 5 
I Parent-Liberty the Breaſt inflame, 8 
Ihe gloomy Libyan then deſerves chat Name: 


And, warm with Freedom, under frozen Skics, 


1 fartheſt Britain Romans yet may nile. 


The End of the F feb AF. 
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c OT CON ET 


By a F R EN D. 


| Spoken by Mrs. £ I B B E R. 


10. Tin «fs aid, the modeſt Taſte i in vogue 


; Demands a ftrong, high-ſeaſon'd Epilogue. 
2 might ſome fily Soul take Pity's part, 


And odrous Vi Ir tue . ak into the Heart. 


Our ſqucamiſh Author ſer wile this Proceeding ; ; 
He ſays it hurts ſound Moral, and good — 
No# Sophoniſba would he here produce, 

A glaring Model, of no private Uſe. 

Ladies, be bid me fay, behold your Cato. 

What tho" no Stoic Je, nor read in Plato? 

Dt ſure ſhe offer'd, for her Country's ſake, 

A Sacrifice, which Cato could not make— — 
Already, now, theſe wicked Men are ſneering, 
Some «or ling zohat one ſays, and others leering. =p 
I wow they have not Strength for — public Spirit. 1 


15 Thets Ladles, mf be your fuperror Merit. 


Mercy forbid ! 2 ſhould lay dium our Lives; 
Like theſe old, Punic, barbarous, Heathen Wi ves. 
Spare Chriſtian Blood. — But ſure the Devil's in her, 
Who jor ber Country ould not loſe a Pinner. 
—Lard! how could ſuch a Creature deu her Face © 
How ? — Juſt as you do there Bruſſels Lace. 
The Roman F "arr, the Public in diſtrefs, 
Cave <4 {he deut Wm Ornaments of Dreſs. 


How 
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How much more cheaply might you gain Applauſe 2 

— One Yard of Ribban, and two Ells of Gauſe. 

And Gauſe each deep-read Critic muſt adore ; 
Your Roman Ladies dreſs'd in Gauſe all ver. 
Should you, fair Patriots, come to dreſs ſo thin; 
How clear might all your —Senttments be ſeen ! 


Jo foreign Looms no longer owe your Charms ; 


Nor make their Trade more fatal than their Arms. 
Each Britiſh Dame, who courts her Country 5 Praiſe, : 
By quitting theſe outlandiſh Modes, might raiſe 
Wet from yon powder'd Band, fo thin, and ſpruce) 
Ten — Men, fer — public Uſe. 7 


But now a forious word about the Play. — 
 Auſpicious ſmile on this bis firſt Eſay, 


Ve generous Britons ! your own Sons Bo ; 


Let your Applauſes fan their native Fire. 
Men other Shakeſpears yet may rouge the Stage, 


* And other Oman melt another * 


A NUuPTIAL. SONS o, intended to have been 
| 8285 in the F tots 57; 


JOE, gentle bei! and aſſuage 
A warring World, a bleeding Age. 


For Nature lives beneath thy Ray, 
The wintry Tempeſts haſte away, 
A lucid Calm inveſts the Sea, 
Thy native Deep 1s full of thee; ; 


And flowering Earth, where'er you fly, 


Ts all o'er Spring, all Sun the Sky. 

A genial Spirit warms the Breeze; 
Unſeen, among the blooming Trees, 
The feather'd Lovers tune their Throat, 


The Defart orowls a ſoften'd Note, 


Glad o'er the Meads the Cattle bound, 5 


And Love and Harmony go round. 


But chief, into the human Heart 
Lou ſtrike the dear delicious Dart; 


You teach us pleaſing Pangs to know, 


To languiſh in luxurious Woe, 
| To feel the generous Paſſions riſe, 
Grow good by Gazing, mild by Sighs ; 


Each happy Moment to improve, 
And fill the perfect Year with Love. ens 
Come, thou Delight of Heaven and Earth! * 


To whom all Credtures owe their Birth; 


Oh come, red- ſmiling! tender, come! 


And yet prevent our final Doom. 


For long the furious God of War 


Has cruſh'd us with his iron Car, 


Has rag' d along our ruin'd Plains, 

Has curs'd them with his cruel Stains, 
Has clos'd our Youth in endleſs Sleep, 
And made the widow*d Virgin weep. Is Tis 
Now 


C 
Now let him feel thy wonted Charms; 
Oh take him to thy twining Arms! 
And, while thy Boſom heaves on his, 
While deep he prints the humid Kiſs, 
Ah then! his ſtormy Heart controul, 
And ſigh thy ſelf into his Soul. 
Thy Son too, Cupid, we implore, 
To leave the green [dalian Shore; 
Be he, ſweet God! our only Foe; _ 
Long let him draw the twanging Bow, 
Transfix us with his golden Darts, 
Pour all his Quiver on our Hearts, 
With gentler Anguiſh make us ſigh, 
And teach us ſweeter Deaths to die. 


